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The Tragedie of Maſter e Arden 


"of Feverſham : 
Emer Maſt er Arden and Maſter Franklin, 


| Fran, ASTD cheerc up thy ſpirits & droupe no more: 


My gracious Lord the Duke of Somerſet 
Hath tr.cly givento thce and tothine heires, 
By Letters Patents of his MayJſtic, 
Allchec lands of the Abby of Feverſham. (theKings, 
Here are the deeds ſcaled and ſubſcribed with his name and 
Reade them and leavethis melancholy imoode. 
Arden. Franklm, thy love prolongs my weary lite, 
And bur for thee, how odious were this life : 
That ſhowes me nothing, but rorments my toule, 
And thole foule objeRts that offend mine eyes, 
W hich makes me wiſh that for this vale of Heaven, 
The carth hung over my head and covered me. 
Love-Lcrters palt twixt CMogbie, and my wite, 
And they have privie meetings in the Towne : 
Nay, on his finger did [ ſpic the Ring, 
W hich at our marriagethe Prieſt put on, 
Can any grife be halfe ſogreatas this? 
Fran. Comfort thy {cite ſweet triend,it is not ſtrange, 
That women will be falſe and wavering. 
Arden. 1, but to droate on tuch a one as hc 
Is monſtrous, Franklin, and intolerable. 
Frankim, Why, what is he? 
Arden. A Botcher, and no better at the firſt, 
-- ho by baſe brocage, getting ſome 1mall ſtocke, 
t into ſ.rvice of a Noble man : 
al by his ſervile flattery and fawning, 
Bo now become the tteward of his houlc, 
And dravely jets it in his lilken gowne. 


Fran. No Noble man wili countenance ſuck 1 peaſant, 
AN eArden, 
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Ard. Yes, the Lord (Tiford, he that loves not me, 
Bur through his favour let not him grow proud , 
For were he by the Lord Protecor backe, 

He ſhould not make me to be pointed at : 

I am by birthaGentleman of blood, 

And that injurious ribald that attempts, 

To violate my deare wifes chaſtity, 

( For deare [ hold her love, as deare as heaven) 
Shall on the bed which he chinkes to dehie, 

Sce his difſevered joints and finewes torne, 

W hil'ſt on the planchers, pants his weary body, 
Smeard in the channels of his luſttull blood, 

Fran, Be patient,gentle friend, and learne of me, 

To calc thy griete, and fave her chaſtity : 

Intreate her taire, {weet words are fitteſt engines 

To racc the flint-wals of a womans brett ; | 
In any cale be not too jealous, 

Nor make no queſtion of her love tothee, 

B.t as ſecurely, preſently rake horſe, 

Andlie with meat London all this tearme, 

For women when they may, will not, 

But being kept back, itraight grow outragious. 

Ard. Though this abhorres from reaſon, yer lletrre it, 
And call her torth,and pretently take lcave : How Alice. * 

Here enters Alice. 

Alice. Ausband, what mcane you to riſe ſo early? 
Summer-nightrs are ſhort, and yet you riſc ere day, 
Had I beene wake, you had not riſe ſo ſoone. | | 

Ard. Sweet Love,thou knowſt that wetwo Ovid like, | 
Have often chid the morning, when it gan to peepe, 

And often wiſht that darke nights purblind ſtceds, 
Would pull her by the purple mantle backe : 
-_ caſt her inthe Occan to her Love. - 

t this night ſweet eAlice thou haſt kild my heart, 
I heard thee call on Aforbie in thy fleepe. 

Alice. Tislike I was afleepe when nam'd hinge © 
For being awake, he comesnot tomy thoughts.” ** Wy 


C - 


- Let it ſuffice, I know thou loveſt me well, 


of Fever/bam:. 


Arden. I, but you ſtarted up, and ſuddenly 
In ſtead of him, caught me about the necke. 

Alise. Inſtcad of him 2? why, who was there but you, 
And where bur one 1s, how can I miſtake. 

Fran. eArden lcavctourge her over-tarre- 
. Ard. Nay Love, there 1s no credit in adreame, 


Alice, Now I remember where-upon it came, 

' Had wenotalke of Hosbie yeſternight ? 

_ Fran,Miltris Alice,I heard you name him once of twice. 
Alice. And thereof came it,aad therefore blame not me, 
Ard. I know itdid, and therefore ler it paſſe, 

I muſt co London ſweet Alice preſently. 

Alice. Bur tell me,doe you meane to (tay there long ? 
Ard. No longer there till my affaires be done. 
| Fran, He will not ſtay abovea month at molt. 

" Alice. Amoneth, aye me, ſweet Arden come againe 

Within a day or two, or clſe I die. 

Arden, 1 cannot long be from thec,gentle Alice, 
 Whileſt, Michachtetchour horſes from the field, 

 . Franklin and1I will downe untothe Key : 

For 1 have certaine goods thereto unloade, 

Meane-while prepare our breakfaſt, gentle Alcee, 

For yet cre noone wee'l take horſe and away» 

Exexnt Arden and Franklin. 
Alice. Erenoone he meanes to take horle and away z 

Sweet newes 15 this. Oh that ſome airie ſpirir 

Would in the ape and likenes of a horſe 

Gallop w:th Ardencrofſe the,Ocean, 

And throw him from hisbacke into the waves. 

\ Sweet CMozvbieisthe man that hath my heart; _ 

And he uſurpes it, having noughtr but this, 

That I amtycdto him by marriage. 

Love is a God, and marriage is but words, 

And therefore osbies title i3 the beſt. 

' Tuſh, whether :t be or no, he ſhall be mine, 
 Inſpight of him, of Hymen, and of Rites, 
A} Her 
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| Here enters Adam of the Flowre-de- lues. 

And hcre come eAdam of the Flowre-de-luce, 

1 hope he brings me ridings of my Love. 

How now A dams, what 1s the newes wirh you ? 

Be not atraid, iny hasband 1s now from home. | 
Adam, He whom you wort of, Mosbie, Miltris Alice, 

Is come to Towne, and {cds you word by mc, 

In anv calc you may not vitlit him. 
Alice. Not viiit him ? | | 
Adam. No,nor take no knowlcdggot his being here. 

Alice, But tell mc, 1s he angry or difplcaſed ? 
— Adam. Should tceme lo, tor he 1s wondrous ſad. 
«Alice. Were heas mad as raving Hercules, 

Ie fce him, I, and were thy houſe of torce, 

Theſe hands of mine ſhould razec it tothe ground, - 

Vnlcs that thou would'it bring me ro my Love. 
eAdam. Nay, and you bc fo impatient, Ilc be gone. 
eAlce. Stay, Adam,'itay, thou wert wont to be my 

Aske 41o5bie how I have incurred his wrath, ( friend : 

Buare him from me theſe paire of filver dice, 

With which we plaid for kiſſes many a time, | 

And whenlloſt, I wan, and ſo did he : 

Such winning and ſuchloſing, Fove 1nd me, 

And bid him, if his love doenort dccline, 

To come this morning but along my dore : 

And as a itranger, bur talute ine there, 

This may he doe without ſuſpe& or feare. 

Adam. Ile tell him whar you fay,and ſo farcwe!ll. 
Exit Adam. 

Alice. Doe, and one day Ile miake amends for all : 
I know he loves me well, but darcs not come, 
Becauſe my husband is ſo jealous : - : 
And theſe my narrow prying neighbours blab, 
Hinder our mcctings when we ſhould conterre. 
Bur if Tlive, that blocke ſhall be removed, 

And Aosbie, thou that com: ſt to me by ſtealch, | 

Shale neither feare the biting ſpeech ot men, 


Nor 
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Nor eArdenslookes,as ſurely ſhall he die, 
AS 1 abhorre him, and love none bur thee. 
Here enters Michacll. 
How now Michael, whither arc you going ? 
Michael: Totetch my Matlecrs Nagge, 
I hope youle thinke on ime. 
p 9.4 I, but Michael, (ce you keepe your oath, 
Aid be as i{ecretas you are reſolute. 
Midch. lie (ce he thall nor live above a weeke. 
Alice, On that condition Michael, here is my hand, 
| None (} all have 405bres ſiſter but thy ſelfe» 
Micha-l. I underſiand, the Painter here hard by 
Hath made report that he and Swe arc ſure. 
Alice. There's no luch matter, Michael, belecve it not. 
A1ich. Bur he hath ſent a dagger tticking in a heart, 
\Wirhaverſeortwo tolne from a painecd cloth: 
- The which Ihearethe wench keepes in her cheſt, 
\Vell,let her keepe it, I ſhall hnde a fellow 
Thar can both write and reade, and make rimc too, 
And it I doe, well, I fay ho more : 
Ie ſend from London ſuch a raunting Letter, 
| AsSi}all cate the heart he tent with ſalt, 
And tiing the dagger at the Printers head. 
Alice, Whatnecds all chis? | lay Suſan's thine. 
A1ich. Why, then ay, that I will kill my Maſter, 
- Or any thing you will have me doe. 
Alice. But Michael, tec you doe it cunningly. 
Mich. W hy, tay 1 ſhould be tooke lle nc're confeſte, - 
ou you know any thing, anc Sw/anbeing a maide, 
.ay bcg me from the callow $ of the Shricte. 
Alice. Truitnotto that, Michael. 
Aich. You cannot tell me, I have ſeene it I, 
But Mittris, tell her whether ITlive or die, 
lic make her more worththen twenty Painters can, 
For I will r1d my elder orother away : 
And then the Farme ot Bolton 1s mine owne. 
W ho would not venture upon houlc and land ? 
| \W hen 
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WW hen he may have it for a right-downe blow. 
Here enters Mosbic, 


—_— 


Alice. Yonder comes 2M o1bie, Michael get thee gone, 


 Andlet not him, nor any know thy drifts. 
Exit Michacl. 
Afoibie my Love. 


110:b. Away I fay, and talke not to me now. 


Alice. A word or two,{weet-heart, and then I will, 


Tis yet butearly daycs, thou necd'{t nor feare. 
orb. Where is your husband ? 


eAlice. Tis now high-water, and he is at the Key. 
HMorb. Therelet him be, hence forward know me not. 
Alice. Isthis the end of all thy ſolemne oathes ? 


Is the fruit thy reconcilement buds? 
_ Havelforthis given thee ſo many favours, 
Incur'd my husbands hate, and our alas ! 
Made ſhipwracke of mine honour for thy ſake, 


And doeit thou ſay, hence-foreward know me not ? 


_ Remember when TI lockt thee in my Cloſer, 


What werethy words and mine? did wenot both 


Decree, to murder eArdenin the night? 


The heavens can witnes, and the world can tell, 


Before I ſaw that falſhood looke of thine, 

*Fore I was tangled with thy tiſing ſpeech, 
Arden to me was dearer then my toule, 

And ſhall be ſtill, baſe peaſant ger thee gone, 
And boaſt not of thy conqueſt over me, 

Gotten by witch-craft, and meere ſorcerie. 

For what haſt thouto countenance my love, 

* Being deſcended of a Noble houſe, 

* And matchr already witha Gentleman, 
\V hoſe ſervant thou mailſtbe, and ſofarewell. 
Mosb. Vngentle, and unkinde Alice, now I ſee 
That which I everfeard, and findetoo true : 

A womans love is as the lightning flame, 

W hicheven in burſting forth conſumes it ſelfe. 
Totric thy conſtancy havel beene ſtrange, 


ould 


|| That whoſollookes upon the worke he drawes, 


+ And hungup inthe ſtudy for himſelte. 
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Would I had never tricd, but lived in hope. | 
Alice. W hat necds thou try me,whom thou hever foun d 
Atosib. Yet pardon me, for love is jealous. ( falſe, 
. Alice. So liſts the Sayler to the Mermaides ſong, 

So lookes the traveller to the Baſlliske, 

Iam content for to be reconcilde, 

And thatTI know will be mine overthrow. = 

_ #246. Thine overthrow ? firſt let the world diſſolve. 


Alice. Nay Aosbie,let him (till enjoy thy Love, 
And happen whar will, I am reſolute, 
My ſaving husband hoords up bags of gold, 
To make our children nch, and nov 1s he 
| Gone to unloade the goods that ſhall be thine, 
And he and Franklin will ro London ſtraight. 
Afosb. To London, Alice, it thow'lt be ruld by me, 
; Weele make him ſure enough for comming there. 
| Alice. Ah, would wecould. 
MAzorb, I happen'don a Painter yeſter-mght, 
' The onely cunning man of Chriſtendome : 
| Forhe cantemper poyſon with hrs oyle, 


Shall with the beames that iſſue from his ſight, 
Sucke venome to his breſt and ſlay himſelfe. 
Sweet Alice, he ſhall draw thy conterfet, 
That eArdenw may by gazing on it periſh. 
Alice. I, but Adorbie,that is dangerous, 
For thou or I, or any otherelſe, 
| Commaing into the chamber where it $, may dic. 
A056. 1, but weele have it covered with aeloth, 


_ Flhice. It may not be, for when the picture's drawne, 
Arden I know will come and ſhew it me | 
| Mbo4b. Fearenot, weelc have that ſhall ſervetheturne, 
This is the Painters houlc, lle call him forth. 
Alice. Bur MMeosbie,Ile have no ſuch picture, not I. 
eb. 1 pray thee leave it to my diſcretion? How. Clare, 
| Here emer: Clarke. 
B O 
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' Oyouare an honeſt man of your word, you feru'd me well, 


(larke. W hy fir, Ile doe it for you at any tune+ 
Prouided as you have given your word, 
I may have Suſan Heosbie tor my wife ; 


For as (harpe-wutted Poets, whoſe ſweet verſe 
| Make heavenly Gods breake off their Near draughts, 


And lay their cares downe to the lowly carth : 


Vie humble promitc ro their ſacred Muſe, 


So we that are the Poets favorites; 
Mult have a Love, I, Love 1s the Painters Muſe, ' 
That makes him trame a ſpeaking countenance, 


. A weeping eye that witneſicth hearts gricfe. 


Then ecll me Maſtcr 2osbie, ſhall I haue her ? | 
Alice, Tis pitty but he ſhould, hele uſc her well. 
Aosb. Clarke, heer's my hand, my filter ſhall berhine. 
Clarke. Then brother, to requitethis courteſie, 


' You thail command my life, my $kill, andal!. 


eAlice. Ah that thou couldilt be fecrer. 
Mob. Feare him not, leave, I have talkt ſwihcient. 
Clarks. You know not me hat aske tuch queſtions : 
Let it ſurhice, [ know youlove him well, 
And faine would have your husband made away : 
W hercin truſt me, you beare a noble minde, 
T bat rather then you'l ive with him you hare, 
Youle venturelife, and die with him you lone, 
The like will I doe for my S»ſars lake. 
eAlice.. Yct nothing could intorce me to the deed, 
But AMosbies love,might I withour controule 
Enjoy thee ſtill, then Arden ſhould not dic. 
Bur ſecing I cannot, therefore let him dic. 
Corb. Enough,ſweet Alice , thy kind words maſek me 


'Your tricke of poyſoned pictures we diſlike, ( melt, 


Some other payſon would doe better farre. 

Alcce. 1, ſuch as might be put into his broth, 
And yet tn taſte not to be found at all: .-. \- \ 

Clarke. I know your minde,and hetel have fot 3 yos.' 
Pur but a dram of this into hisdrinke,, 


Or 
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' Or any kinde of broth that he ſhall eate, 
And he ſhalldic within an houre after. 
| Alice. As1 ama Gentlewoman, Clarke, next day q 
Thouand Ssſe* ſhall be married. . Clarke, 
Mob. and Ile make her dowry more then lle talke of 
| Clarks Yorder's your husband, Adosbie le be gone. 
Here enters Arden ang Franklin. 
| eAlige. Ingoodtime, ſee where my husband comes, 
Maſtcr Aſobje, aske him the queſtion your {elfe. 
Exit Clarke. bw 
Mob, Maſter Arden, being at London yeſter night, 
The Abby lands, whereof you are now polleſt, 
Were offred me on ſome occaſion, 
| | By Greene, one of fir Antony Agers men : 
Ipray youfirtell me, arenot thelands yours? 
. Hathauy other intereſt therein? 
' Arden. Mocbie,that queſtion weele decide anon, 
| Alice, make ready my breakefaſt, I muſt hence, 
Exit Alice. 
| As for thelands, CMovbee, they are mine, 
' By Letrers patents of his Majeſtic : 
. Bur 1 mult havea Mandat for my wife, 
| They fay you ſeeke torob me of her love : 
Villaine, what makeſt thou in her company ? 


., She's nocompanion for ſo baſe a groome. 


|  MAtosbie. Arden, | thought nar on her, I came to thee, 
' But rather thea ile put up this wrong 
 Frankl/m. W hat will you doe fir? 
Mob. Revenge it on the proudeſt of you both. 
T hen Arden drawes forth Mosbies ſword. 
Arden. So \irra, you. may not weare a ſword, 
' The Statute makes againſt Artificers, | 
I warrant that I doe, now .uſe your bodkin, - ' 
Your Spaniſh necdle, and your preſling iron. -* 
For this ſhall goe with me, __ marke my words, Me, 
|, You good manbotcher, 'tis to you | tpeake, 
| The next time that I take thee neere iny-houſe, .- 
'Bz 
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In ſtead of legs Ile make thee crawle oa ſtumps. + SH 
.  Aoib, Ah maſter eArden, you have injur'd me, 
I doe appcale to God, and to the world. 

Fran. Why, can{tthou deny,thou wert a botcher once? z\ 

Aforb. Mcealure me what I am, not what I was. 

eArd. W hy, what art thounow ? but a Velvet drudge, 

A cheating ſteward, and bafe-minded peaſant. 
Aſs5b. Arden, now thou haſt belcht and vomuted, 
The rancorous venome of thy miflwolne heart : 
Heare me but {peake, as I intendto live 
\W1ith God, and his Eleccd Saints 1a heaven, 
Inever meant more to (olicite her, 

And that ſhe knowes, and all the world ſhall ſec. 
I loved her once, ſweer Arden,pardon me. 

I could not choole, her beauty hired my heart, 
Bur time hath quencht theſe over-raging coalcs. 
And Arden, though I trequent thy houle, | 
Tis for my filters fake, her waiting-maide, 
And not for hers, mailt thou enyoy her long : 

_ Hell hire and wrathfull vengeance light on me, 
It I diſhonour her, or injurethec. 

Arden, Aosbie, with thele thy proteſtatione, 
The deadly hatred of my heart is appeaſcd, 
And thou and lle be friends, if this prove truc- 
As for the baſe tearmes [ gave thee late, 

Forget them, Mozbie, | had caute to fpeake : 
When all the Knights and Gentlemen of Kent, 
Make common table-talke of her and thee. (rongues? 

AMorb. W ho lives that 1s not touche with ſlanderous 

Fran, Then Mosbre, to cichew the ſpeech of men, 
Vpon whole _ bruite all honour hangs, 
Forbeare his houlc. 

. Ard. Forbearc it, nay rather frequent it more. 
The world ſhall fee that diſtrulit her nor, 
To warne him on the ſudden from my houſe, 
\- Weretoconfirme the rumour that is growne. 
Atorb. By faith my fir you ſay true, 


% 
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And therefore will I ſojourne here a while, 
; Vatill our encmis have talke their fill. 
' And then I hope'theile ceaſe, and at laſt confeſle, 
How cauleleds: they have injur'd her and me. 
Ard. And I will lieat London all this Tearme, 
'Toletthem ſec how light I wey their words. 
I  Hereenters Alice. 
 Miice. Husband fit downe, your breakefaft will be cold. 
| Ard. Come Me o5bie, will you lit with us ? 
| Meosb. I cannot eate, but llc fit for company. 
\ Alice. Sirra Michael, (ce your horſe be ready. 
| Alice, Husband why pauſe you, why cate you not? 
Ard. Iam not well, there's fomcthing in this broth, 
Thar'is not wholeſome, didit thou make it, Alice ? 
eAlice, I did, and that's the cauſe itlikesnot you. 
T hen ſhe throwes downe the broth on 
Bu | the ground. 
There's nothing that I doe can pleaſe your taſte. 
| You were beſt to ſay 1 would have poyſoned you, 
I cannot ſpeake or caſt aſide my eye : 
But he imagines I have ſtept awry. 
Here's he that you caſt in my teeth ſo off, 
Now will I be convinced, or purge my ſelfe, 
1charge thee ſpeake to this miitruftfull man, 
Thou that wouldlt ſce me bang, thou CMorby, thou, 
W har favour haſt thou had more then a kitle 
At comming or departing from the Towne ? 
Atoſ. You wrong your lelfe and me, to caſt theſe doubts: 
Your loving husband tis not jealous. - 
' Arad. Why gentle miſtris Alice, cannot I beill, 
Bur youle accuſe your ſclfe, 
Franklin, thou haſt a boxe of Mithridate, 
Je take a little topreventthe worſt. 
Fran, Doc ſo, and let us preſently take horſe, 
My lite for yours ye ſhalt doe well enough. 
; Alice. Give me aſpoone, Ike cate of it my ſelfe, 
Would it were full of poyſon to the brim, 
” Ss Theh 
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Then ſhould my cares and troubles.have an end, 
Was cver (filly woman ſotormented e 
Arden. Bc patient ſweet Love; I miſtruſt not thee. 
eAlice. God will revenge it, eArden, if thou doeſt. 
For never woman lov'd hcr husband better then I do thee. 
Arden. I know it, {weet Alice, ccale to complaine, 
Leit char in teares 1 anſivere thee againe. 
Frank. Comeleave this dallying, and{et us away. 
Alice. Forbeare to wound me withthat birecr word, 
eAraenx (hall goe to London in mine armes: 
Argen. Lotham I to depart, yet [ muſt goe. 
Alice. Wilt thou to London then, and leave me here? 
Ah it thou love me,gentle Arden, (tay, 
- Yetifthy buſineſſe be of great import, 
Coe if thou wilt, Ile beare it as I may : 
But write from London to me every weeke, 
Nay, every day, and itay no longer there 
Then thou mult needs, leit chat [ dic for ſorrow. 
_  Ard-n, Ile writc unto thee every tide, 
And fo farewell ſweet Alice, till we meer next. 
Alice. Farewell husband,ſeeing youle have it ſo. 
And M. Frazklin, (ceing you take him hence, 
In hope youle haſten him home, lle give you this, 
and then ſhee kiſſeth him. 
Frazk. And if he (tay the fault thall nor be mine, 
Aosbie tarewell, and ice you keepe your oath. 
Mobb. I hope he 1snot jealous of me now. 
Arden. No CHMosbie,no; hereatrer thinke on me 
As your deareſt friend, and ſo farewell. 
' _  Exemnt Arden, Franklin, and Michael. 
Alice. 1am glad heis gone, he wasabout to ſtay- 
But did you marke me then, how I brake off? 
Afosb. 1, Alice, and it was cunningly perform'd, 
But what a villaine was the Painter Clarke? 
Alice. Was it not a goodly poyton that he gave? 
Why, he's as well now, as he was before. 
I: ſhould have beenc ſome fine contetion, = 
ac 
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| That might have givenche broth ſome daintic taſte, 
This powder was too grofſe and populous. | 
Afoib. But bad heeaten but three tipoonefuls more, 
Then had he died, and our love continued. 
Alice, Why, Mo5bie, albeit helive, 
| Mob. Itis impoſſible, tor 1 havelworne 
Never hercatter to tolicite thee. 
Or whiltt he lives, once more 1nportune thee. 
| Alice, Thou ſhall not nced, I will importunc thee. 
_- What, ſhall an vath make thee toriake my love © 
As it | have not ſworne as much my ſelfe, 
| And given my hand unto him inthe Church? _ 
Tuſh Aosbie, oathes are words, and wordsarc wind, 
__- . And wind is1nutable : then I conclude, 
| Tis childiſhnes to i(tand upon an oath. 
|  CAHMesb. Well proved Miltris Alte, yet by your leave, 
| lie keepe mine wo ws" whillt he lives. 
|  eAlice., doe and ipare nor, his tune 1s but thort! 
For if 2hou becit as reſolute as l, 
Weelc have him murdered as he walkes the ſtreets : 
In London many Alc-houle Rufhns keepe, 
W hich as I heare will murther men for gold, 
| T hey ſhall be ſoundly fed, ro pay him home, 
| Here exters Greene. 
; | Mosb. Alice, whats hethat comes yonder, knowft thou? 
Alice. Mosbie be gone, I hope tis one that comes 
Tq pur in practice our intended drifts, 
Exit Mosbie. 
| Greene. Miſtris Arden.you arc well met, 
I am torry that your husband is ffum home, 
W hen as my purpoſcd journey was to him, - 
Yet all my labour is nor ſpent in vaine : 
For I ſuppoſe that you can full diſcourſe, 
And flat reſolve me of the thing I ſeekes- 
 eAlice, What is it maſter Greene? If thatI may 
Orcan, with ſafety ,l will anſwere you © 
Greene. I heard your husband had the grant of late, 
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Confirmed by Letters patcnts from the King, 
Of all. the lands of the Abby cf Feverſham, 
Generally intitled, ſo that all former grants 
Are cut off, whereof I my ſcitc had one. 
But now my intercſt by that is voide. 
This 1s all miſtris Arder, 1s 1t true, or no? 

Alice. True maſter Greene, the lands are his tn ſtate, 
And whatſoever leatcs before, 
Arc voidc for tearme of maſter Ardews life : 
| He hath the grant under the Chancery ſeale-. 

Greene. Pardon me miltris eArden, I muſt ſpeake, 
For I am touchr, your husband doth me wrong, , 
To wring me from the little land I have. 
My living 18 my life, onely that 
Reſteth remained of my portion. 
Deſire of wealth is endleflc in his minde, 
And he is greedy gaping (till for gaine, 
Nor cares he though yong Gentlemen doe beg, 
So he may ſcrape and hoord up in his poutch : 
But ſceing he hath taken my lands, Lle valewlife , 
As carelcſlc, as he 1s carefull for to ger, 
And tell him this from me, Ile be revenged, 
And fo, as he ſhall with the Abby lands 
Had reſted (till, within their former ſtatc. 

eAlice. Alas poore Gentleman, I pitty you, 
And woe1is mc (a any man ſhould want, 
God knowes tis not my fault, but wonder not 
Though he be hard to others, whento me, 
Ah maſter Greene, God knowes how Iam us'd: 

Greene. W hy miſtris Ardey, can the crabbed churle 
Vie you unkindly, reſpeRs he not your birth? 
Your honorable friends, nor what you brought ? 
\V hy? all Kent knowes your parentage,and what you are. 

Alice. Ah maſter Greene, be it ſpoken in ſecret here, 
I never livegood day with him alone : 
When he 1s at home, then have I froward lookes, 
Hard words and blowes, to mend the match withall : . 
An 
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And thoughlI might content as good a man, 

Yet doth he keepe in every corner Trulls, 

And weary with his Trugsat home, 

Then rides he ſtraight to London, there forſooth 
He revels it among ſuch filthy ones, 

AS cou:1ell him to make away his wite : 

Thus live I daily in continuall feare : 

In torrow todiſpairing of redrefle, 

As every day I wiſh with hearty prayer, 

That he or 1 were taken forth the world. 

Greene. Now truit me miſtris Al/:ce, It grieveth me, 
So taire a creature ſhould be ſo abuſed. s 
\Why, who would have thought the c1vall fir, ſo fuilen, 
He iookes fo ſmoothly? now he upon him Chucle ! 

And it he live a day he, lives toolong. 

But frolicke woman, I ſhall be the man, 
Shall (cr you free from all this diſcontent : 
And it the Churle deny my intereſt, 

And wiil nor yeeld my leaſe into my hand, 
Ile pay kim home, what cver hap to me. 

Alice, Burt tpeake you as you thinke ? 

Greene. |, Gods my witaes, I meane plainedealing, 
For I had rather die thenloſe my land. | 

Alice. Then maiter Greene, be counſeled by me, 
Indanger not your ſelfe for ſuch a Churle, 

But hirc ſome Cutter for to cut him ſhorr, 

And here's ten pound to wager them withall, 
\\ hen he is dead you ſhall have twenty more. 
And the lands whereof my husband is poſſeſt, 
. Shall de intitled as they were before. 

Greene. Will you Keepe promiſe with me ? 

A lice. Or count me falſe and perjur'd, whilſt Tlive. 

Gree. Thcn here's my hand, Ile have him fo diſpatcht, 
Ie up to London ſtraight, Ile thither poaſt 
And never reſt, till ] have compatt it: 

Till then farewell. 

eA/:ce. Good fortune follow all your forward thoughts. 

| " Exit, 
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Exit Greene. 
And whoſoever doth attempt the deed, 
A happy hand 1 with, ando farewell. 
All this goes well, Mosbie, [long tor thee, 
To let thee know all that / have contrived. 
Here enter 4 Mosbie and Clarke. | 

Ao. How now Alice, what's the newes, 

Alice, Sach as will content thee well, ſweet hart. 

Moſ. Welllet thempaſle a while, and tell me Alice, 
How have you dealt, and tempered with my liſter, 
VV hat, will ſhe have my ne1ghbour Clarke, orno? 

A lice. W hat M. eMozrbre, let him woo himſelfe, 

Thinke youthat maides looke not for faire words, 
Goe to her Clarke, ſhe's all alone within, 
Michael my manis cleane out of her bookes. 
Clarke. 1thanke you miſtris Arden, / will in, 
And if faire Suſan, and 7 can make agree, 
You ſhall command me ro the uttermoſlt, 
As farre ascither goods or life may ſtretch. Exit Clarke 
\Meofſ. Now Alice, let's heare thy newes ? 

Alice. They be ſo good, that / muſt laugh for joy, 
Before /can begin to tell my tale. 

Moſ. Let's heare them,that / may laugh for company. 

Alice, This Morning M. Greewe, Dick Greene, I mcane, 

From whom my husband had the Abby land, - 

Came hither railing for to know the trath, 
Whether my husband had the lands by grant. 
_ [told himall, whercat he ſtorm'd amaine, 

And ſwore he would cry quittance with the Churle, 

Andifhe did deny his intereſt, | 

Stab him, wharſocver did befall himſclfes 

When as / ſaw his choler thus to riſe, 

I whetted on the Gentleman with words : 

And to conclude, AMozbie, atlalt we grew 

To compoſition for my husbands death, 

I gave him ten pound to hire Kknaves, 

By ſome device to make away the Churle. 
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W hen he is dead, he ſhould have twenty more, 
And repoſleſſe his former lands againe, 
On this we greed, and he is ridden ſtraight 
To London to bring his'death about. 
Aefe. But call you this good newes ? | 
eAlice. 1 ſweet-heart, be they not? ( dead, ' 
Moſ. Twere cheerefull newesto heare the Churle were 
But truſt me Alice, take it paſſing ill, 
You would be ſo forgettull of our {tate, 
To make recount of 1t to every groome. 
W hat ? to acquaint cach ſtranger with our drifts, 
Chiefely in caſc of murder, oh , tis the way, 
To make it open unto Arders lelfe, 
And bring thy ſelfe and me toruine both, 
Forewarn'd, forearm'd, who threats his enemy, 
Lends him a ſword to guard himſelfe withall. 
Alice. 1 did it for the bcſt. 
Moſ. Well, ſceing tis done, cheerefully let it paſſe. 
You know this Greeve, is he not religious ? 
A man / gcſſe of great devotion. | 
Alice, He 1s. | 
Moeſ. Thenlet it paſſe, 1 have a drift 
Will quiet all, what ever is amille. 
Here enters Clarke ayd Suſan. 
Alice. How now Clarke, have you found me falſe ? 
Did I not pleade the matter hard for you ? 
(ark. Youdid | 
Aoſ. And what ? Wil't be a match? 
Clark, A match, / faith (ir 7, the day is mine, 
The Painter layes his colours to the life, 
His pen(el drawes no ſhadoyes in his love. 
Swſan 15S mine. 
Alice. You make her bluſh. 
Moſ. W hat ſiſter, is it Clarke muſt be the man ? 


Suſa». It reſteth in your graunt, ſome words are paſt, 
And happily we be growne unto a match, 


If yoube willing that ic ſhall be (ſo e 
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"Afosb. Ah malter (larke,it reſtcth at my grant, 
You ſec my liiter's yet at my diſpolc, 
But fo you'll grant me one thing I ſhall aske, 
I am content my fiſter thall »e yours. 
Clarke, W har is it,M. IMosbrie ? | 
Af. I doe remember once 1m !ccret talke, 
Yourtold me how you could compound by Art, 
A Crucitix impoytoned ; 
That who ſolooke upon it ſhould waxe blind, 
And with the lent be {tified , that ere long, 
He ſhould die poiton'd, that did view it well, 
* TIwould have you make metucha Crucihsx, 
And thenlIle grant my lifter ſhall be yours, 
Clar. Though 1 am loth, becauſe it toucheth life, 
Yet rather or I lcave ſweet Suſaxs love, | 
Tle doc it, and with all the halt I may. 
But for whoun is it? 
eAlice. T.cave that to us, why Clarke, is it pofſible, 
Thar yon thould paint and draw it out ycur ſelfe, 
The calours being balefull and impoy toned, 
And no wayes prejudice your ſeltc withall ? 
Afof. Well queſtioned Alice, 
Clarke, how anſwer you that ? 
Clar. Vcry calily, Ile tell you ſtraight, 
How I doe worke of theſe 1mportfoned drugs. 
FE | taiten on my ſpectacles ſocloſe, 
As nothing canany way offend my ſight, 
Then as [ put a leafe within my note, 
So put T Rubarbe to avoide the ſmell, 
Ang ſoftly as another worke I paint. 
Aof. Tis very well, hut againſt when (hall T have it? 
Clar. W thin this ten dayes. 
Ae. Twiil ſerve the turne, | ; 
Now Alice, let's in,and ſee what cheere you keepe, 
I hopc now M. Ardenis from home, 
You'l give me leaveto play your husbands part. 


Alice. Hobie, you know whoſe maiter of my heart >, 
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He well may be the maſter of the houſe. Exeant, 
| _Hereenters Greene and Bradſhaw. 
| Brad, See you them that come yonder, M. Greene? 
Greene. I very well, doe you know them ? 
Here enters Blackwill and Shakebag. 
Brad. The one I know nct: but he ſeemes a knave, 
Chictely tor bearing the other companie : 
For ſucha ſlave, ſo vile a rogueas he, 
Lives not againe vpon the carth, 
Black-will, 1s his name Itcll you M. Greene, 
At Bulloine he and I were fellow Souldiers, 
W here he plaid ſuch prankes, Ne, 
As all the Campe fear'd him for his villany : 
'I warrant yon he beares ſo badamind, 
That for a crowne he'i murder any man. 
Greene. The fitter is he for my purpoſe marie. 
Wil. How now fellow Bradſhaw, 
W hither away ſo carly? 
Brad. O W:ll,cimes are chang'd, nofcllowes now, 
Though we were once together in the field, 
Yet thy fricnd, to doe thee any good I can. 
Will, Why Bradſhaw, was not thou and [ 
' Fellow Soulidiers at Bulloine, (groome ? 
W here 1 wasa Corporall, and thou bur a baſe mercenaric 
| Nofellowes now, becauſe you are aGoldſmith, 
And have alittle plate in your ſhop, 
You were glad to call me fellow #78, 
And witha curſie tothe earth, 
One ſnatch good Corporall, 
W hen I ſtole the halte Oxe from Tohythe Vitler, © 
And domineer'd with it, among good felloyes, 
In one night. : 
Brad. 1,0, thoſe dayes are paſt with me, 
W:l1.I, but they be not paſt with me. 
For I keepe that ſame honorable minde ſtill, (low 
Good neighbour Bradſhaw, you are too proud to be my fel. 
Bur were 1tnot, that / ſee more comy2n" comming downe 
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the hill, / would be fellowes with you once more, 
Aud tharc crownes with you too. 
But let that paſſe, and tell me whither you goe. 

Br.id. 'To London W1ll, about a pcecc of ſervice, 
\V hercin happily thou maiſt pleaſure me- 

Will, Whatis ite 

Brad. Of late Lord Cheinyloſt ſome plare, 

\V hich one did bringand told it at iny ſhop, 
Saying, he ſerved Sir Antony Cooke, 
Alcarch was made, the plate was found with me, 
And 7am boundto anſwer at the ſyſc, 
Now Lord Cheiny ſolemnly vowes, 
If law will ſerve him, heele hang me for his plate, 
Now Iam going to Londonupon hope, 
To finde the fellow, now W/i{T[ know 
Thou art acquainted with ſuch companions. 

Will. \W hat manner of man was he ? 

Brad. Alcane-faced writhen knave, 
Hawke noſed, and very hollow eyed, 
With mightic furrowes in ſtoriny browes, | 
Long haire downe to his ſhoulders curled, | 
His chinne was bare, but on his upperlippe, 
A mutchado, which he wound about his carc. 

W:ll. W hat apparell had he ? : 

Brad. A watchcd fattin doublet all ro torne, 
The inner ſide did beare the grater ſhow, 

A pairec of thred-bare velvet hoſe ſcame-rent, 
A wolted ſtockin rent above the ſhoo, 
A livery cloke, but all chelace was off. 
Twas bad, bur yet it ſerved to hide the plate. 
Will. Sirra Shakebag, canit thou remember 
Since wetrould the bowleat Sittingburne, 
\W here / brokethe Tapſters head ar the Lion, 


With a Cudgell ſticke ? 


Shak. [very well ll. i( fold for. 
ll. Why,it was with the money thatthe plate was 
Sirra Bradſhaw, hat wilt thou give him 

That 
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* That can tell thee who ſold thy plate? 
Brad. Will. Whol pray thee good Will. 
ill, Why, twas one Teck Fingen, | 

He's now in Newgate fortſtealing a horſe, 
And ſhall be arraind the nextſyze. (forch: 
Brad. Why then , let Lord Cheiny ſeeke Jack Fitter 
For lie goe back and tell him,who robbed him ot his plate, 
This cheeres my hcart, M. Greene, Ile leave you, 
For I mult tothe lle of Sheppy with ſpecde. 
Gree. Before you goelet me intreate you 
To carry this Letter to miſtris Arden of Feverſham, 
And humb!y recommend me to her ſclfe. 
” Brad. That will I, M. Greene, and ſo farewell. 
Here Wl, there's a crowne for thy good newe$ 

F 1. Exit Bradſhaw. 

El Will. Farewell Brad(baw, 

E-* Ile drinke no water for thy ſake, while this does laſt. 

|  NowGentleman ſhall we have your company to London? 

Gree, Nay, ſtay firs, alittle more I necds-muſtuſe your 

a4 And ina matter of great conſequence, ( helpe, 

\W herein if youle be ſecret and profound, 

| © Iegive youtwenty angels for your paincs. 

| ' pill. How? twentie angels *give my fellow 

George Shakebag and me, twentic angels, 
And if thow'lt have thy ane father ſlaine, 
| That thou mailt inherit hisland, weele kill him. 
Shak. 1 thy mother,thy filter,thy brother, or all thy kin... 
Gree, Well, this it is, Ardenof Feverſham 
Hath mightily wrong'd mc about Abby land, 
That no revenge but death will ſerve the turne, 
| Will you two kill him, here's the _ doiwne, 
| AndI will ly the platforme of his death. 
W.11. Plat me no platformes, give me the money, 
| | Andlleſtab himas he ſtands piling againſt a wall, 
" } |  Butlle kill him. 
Ee Shak: Where is he? 
| Gree. He is now at London, in Alderſgateſtreete, 
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Shak. Hee's dead as if he had beene condemned 
By an act of Parliament, if once BlackeWilkand 7 


ge} his death. 


ree. Here isten pound, and when he is dead, 
Ye tha'l have twenty im ore« 
Will. My fingers itchto be at the peaſant, 
Oh that 1 might be ſet at worke thus thorow the yecre, 
And that murder would grow to an occupation, 
'Thata man might without danger of Law, 
Zounds / warrant, [thould be warden of the Company. 
Come let us be going, and weele bate at Rocheſter, 
W here Ile give thee a gallon of Sack, 
To han({ll che match withall. E xewnt 
Here enters Michacl. 
Mich. [ have gotten ſuch a Letter, 


AS will touch the Painter : and thus it 1$- , 
Here emters Ardep and Franklin, axd heares 
Michael reade thss Letter. 


My auty remembred, miſtrs _— — God you bee in 

ing hereof. Thais ts to 
certifie you,that as the Turtl® true, when ſhe hath loſt hey mare, 
ſrrteth alone,ſo I mourning for your abſence , ave walke up and 
downe Pauls , tillone day | fel aſicepe, and loſt my Maſters 
Pantophles. Ah miſtrss Suſan, aboliſh that paltry Painter , ent 
him off by the ſhins, with the frowning laokof your crabbed coun- 
tenance ,& thinke upon Micbacl, os drunke withthe aregs o 
your favour, will cleave as faſt to your love, as aplaiſter of Pitc 
toa gald horſe-backe. Thus hoping you will let my paſſions pene- 
rrate,or rather impetrate mercy of your mecke hands. | end. 

Yours Michacl, arelſe wot Michael. 
eArd. Why you paltry knave, 

Stand you here loytering, knowing my affaires, 
W hat haſte my bulines craves to ſend to Kent? 
Frar. Faith friend Afichael, this 1s very ill, 

Knowing your Matter hath no more but you, 
And doe you ſlacke his buſines your owne ? 
Ard, Where is the Letter ligra, let me (ee it, 
/ : Then 
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 Thenbe give: bim the Lenter. 

See maſter Franklin, heres proper ituffe, 

Suſan my maid, the Painter, and my man, 

A crue of harlors all in love forſooth. 

Sirra, let mc heare no more of this, 

Now for thy life once write to her a word, 

Here enters Greene, Will, and Shakebag. 

Wilt thou be married to ſo baſe a Trull, 

Tis Movbies ſiſter, come I once at homey 

Ile rowze her for remaining in my houſC. 

Nuw M. Frarklin, ict us goc walke in Paxls, 

Come, but a turne or two, and then away. Excunt. 

Gree. The firſt is Arden, and that's his man, 

The other 1s Franklin, Ardens deereſt friend. 
Will. Zounds, lle kill them all three. 

Gree. Nay (irs, touch not his man in any caſe, 

Bur ſtand cloſe, and take your fitteſt ſtanding, 

And at his comming ok ipecd im: 

Tothe Nagges-head, there's cowards haunt, . 

But now [ic leave you tiil the deed be done. Exit Greene. 
Shak If he be not paid hisvwne,ne're truſt Shakebap. 
Will, Sirra Shakebag at his comming forth 

Ile run him through, aud thento the Blackfriers, 

And then take watcr and away. 

Shak Why thar's the beſt, but ſee thou miſſe him not. 
W:{l. How can I miſle him, when Ithinke on the fortic 
angels I mult have more? 
Here enters a Prentice, 
_ Prentice. Tis very late, I were beſt ſhut up my ſtall, 
For hcre will be old filching whenthe preſſe comes forth 
of Pauls. Then lets he downe his window, andit © 
. breakes Black wills head. 
Fil. Zounds draw Shakbag, I am almolt kild, 
Pren. Weele tame you, I warrant. 
#11. Zounds, Tam tame enough already. 
Here emters Arden, Franklin, and Michael. 
Arden, W hat troubleſome fray, or mutiny is this® 
| D 
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Pran. Tis nothing but ſome brabbling paltry fray 
Dev: cdto picke mens pockets inthe throng, , 
Ard.I, nothi.1g cite? come Frankfin let's aways Exennm, 
' Will Whac mends thail | have for my broken head ? 
Pren. Mary this mends, that if you get you not away 
al che 10oner,you 1}: ii be vell beaten, and ſerit to the coun- 
ter. Exit Prentice, | 
Will. Well, Ile be gon , vuclooke to your fignes, 
For lle pullchem downer all. | 
Shakebag, my broke") head grieves me not {fo much, 
As by this incanes Arden hath clcaped. 
Here enters Gr<£nce 
I had a glimſe of him ud his companion. 
Gree, W hy (rs, Arden s ac wellas I, 
I met him and F ark{rn going merrily to the Ordinarie, 
\V har,.!are you avi yore (give againe, 


Will. Ycs bir, fir we date doe it ,' bur were my content to. 


\We would not docit under ten pound more. 
I valuecvcry drop ot iny vlood at a French creywne. 
] have had ten puund to iteale a dvg, 


And we have no more here to kiil a man, 


Burt that a bargaine 1s a bargaine, and ſo forth, 
You ſhould doc it your {cl!c. 
Gree. | pray thee how came thy head broke? 
will, \V hy, thouſeclt it 1s broke, doſt thounot ? (ming, 
Sba. Stanving againlt a ftau.e, watchin? Ardens com- 
A boy let downe his ſhop window, 2nd broke his head. 


 Whereupon arofc a brawle, and 1n the rumuit 


eArdencicap't us, and paſt by unthouzhe on, 
But tor bearance 15 no quittance, 
Another time wele doe it I warrant thee. 
Gre. I pray thee W/, make clcane thy bloodie brow, 
And let us bethinke us on ſome other place, 
W here Arden may be met with handfomely. 
Remembcr how dc vourly thou haſt ſworne, 
To ki lthe viliaine, thinke upon t'-11e 04. h. 
W:l.,Tulſh,l have broken fue hundred oathes, 
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But wouldſt thou charme me to effec this deed, 

Tell me of gold,my retolutions fec. » 

Say thou ſecit CIorbie kneeling at my knees, | 

Offring me ſervice tor my high attempt : 

And ſweet Alrce Arden with a lap of crownes, 

Comes with a lowiy curkſie tothe carth, 

Saying, Take this,but forthy quarteridge, 

Such yeecrely tribute will I anfwere thees 

W hy, this would tteele fott-melted cowardize, 

With which Blake Will was never tainted with. 

I tell thce Greene, thc forlorne Travellcr, 

W hoc lips are glewed-withSuminer parching kez?, 

Ne':telong'd 1o much to {ce a runming brooke, 

As I to finiſh Arden Traged:e. : 

Sceſt rhou this goare that cleaveth to my face? _ 

From hence ne're will I walth this bloodie ftaine, 

Till Ardexs heart be panting in my hand. | 
Greene. \V |iy, that s well ſaid, but wha: ſaith; Shakebay” 
Shak. i cannot paint my valour out with words, . 

But give me place and opportunitie, 

Such mercy as the ſtarven Lioneſle; 

When ſhe is dry ſuck 't of cager young : 

Showes to the prey that next encounters her, 

On Arden ſo much pitty would [ take. 
Greene. So ſhould it fare with men of firme reſolye, 

And now firs, (ecing this accident, 

Of inecting him in Pauls hath no ſucceſle : 

Let us bethinke us on ſome other place, 

W hoſecarth may ſwallow up this eArdews blood. 

Flere enters Michael, 

Sce ! yonder comes his man, and war you what 

The toolith knave is in love with Aosbies liter, 

Ard for hcr fake, whoſe love he cannot get, 

Vnleſſe Mosbie (olicite his ſure, 

The villainc hath (worne the ſlaughter of his maſter 

Wcele queſtion him, for he may ſeed us much. = 

How now Michael, whetherare you going ? 
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Mich. My maſter hath new ſupt, 
And lam goingto prepare his chamber. 
| Greene. \V here lupt maiter Arden? 
Mich. Atthe Nigs-head, ar tlic 18 pence ordinary. 
How now M. Shakebag, whac Blacke Will, 
Gods deare Lad,, how chauice your tace is ſo bloody ? 
Will. Goe to lw1a, there 1s a chiunce in it. 
This fawcincs 11 you wil imakc you kn.:ckr. 
Mich. Nay, and you be ottcnded, le be gones 
Gre, Stay Michael, you may not icape us lo, 
Michael, l know you ove your malter well. 
Mic. Why, 10 1 de, but wherctore nrge you that ? 
ree. Becaulcl thine you love your miitris bercer. 
Ae. So tliuke not [, but ſay yfaith, what it [ hould? 
Sha. Come to the pur ole Mechael, we heare 
You have a pretty Love in Feveriham. 
Mic, W by, have Itwo or three, whar's that to thee ? 
Wl. You deale roo mildly with the peaſant, thus 1t 15, 


Tis knowne to us you love Mosbies lifter, 
Wekaow belides that you havetane your oath 


To further 405bre to you miitris bed, 

And kill your matter tor his (titers take, 
Now fir, a poorer coward then your ({clfe, 
Was never toſtercd in the coalt of Kent, 
Hoiy comes it that ſuch a knaveas you, 
Dare ſiwcarc a mattcr of fuch conſequence ? 

Greene. Ah Will. 

W:1l. Talh, give me leave, there's no more but this, 
Sith thou halt 11worne, we dare difcover all. 
And hadſt thou, or thould:t thou utcer it, 
We have devifed a complot under hand, 

W hat-ever ſhall beride to any ofus, 
To ſend thee ronndly tothe Devill of hell. 
And therefore thus, I am the very man, 
Mark't in my birth-houre by the dc (tinies, 
Togive an end to eArdews life on earth. 
Thou but a member, but to whet the knife, 


of Fever/ham:; 


W hoſe edge mult ſcarch the cloſct of his brelt. 
| Thy o Hcc 1s but to appoint the place, 
 Andtrainc thy M. to his Tragedic. 
Mineto perftorine it, when occalion ſerves. 
Then bc not nice, but here deviſe with us, 
How, and what way we may conclude his death. 
Sha. Sofhaltthou purchaſe TMHosbie for thy triend, 
| Aud by his friendſhip gaine hisſilters love. 
| Gree, So ſhall thy mn1:{}ris be thy tavorer, 
And thou disburdncd of the oath thou made. 
| __ CHicee. Well, Gentiemen, I cannot but conteſle, 
| Sith you have urged me {oapparantly, 
| That | have vowed my M. Ardens death, 
| And he whole kindly love, and liberall hand, 
| Dothchallenge noughtbut geovd deterts of me, 
| I will deliverover to your hand*, 
- This night cone to his houte at Alderſgate, 
| Thedores lle leave unlockt againlt you come. 
| No ſooner ſhall ye enter thorow the latch, 
| Over the thrcſhold to the inner court. 
| But on yourleft hand hall you ſee the itaires, 
| Thatleades d:reAtly to my matters chamber. 
Thcre take [1m, and diſpoic him as yc pleaſe. 
| Now it w. crc good we parted company, | 
| What I have promuled, I will performe. (yo. 
WI. Should you decelve us,'twould goe wrong with 
Mic. 1 will accompliſh all I have rev.al'. ( a dog, 
wW.1l, Comeler's goc drinke, choller makes meas dry as 
Exeunt W ill, Greenc, and yhakeoag, 
C1 anet Nichacl. 
| Aftwh.Thusfeeds the Lambe ſecurely on the downe, 
| Whilitthorow therhicket of an arber brake, 
' The huyger-bicten Wolte ore-prics his hant, 
| And takes advantage ro cate him up. 
| Ah harmicfſe A den, how, how hait rhou mifdone 
| Thar crusthy gentlelife is jicvel'd at } ; 
| The matiy gouu turns thuu haſt done to me, 
ga D3 _ Now 
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Now muſt I quittance with betraying thee, - 
 Ithat ſhould rake the weapon in my bo 
And buckler thee from ill intending foes, 
Doe leadc thee with a traudtuil imile, 
As un{Sected to the flaughter-houtc : 
Sohave I ſworne to Hesbic,and my miſtr1s. 
So have Il promiſed to the {laughtcr-men, 
And (ſhould I not dcale currantly with them, 
Theirlawletle rage would take rev 'enge on me. 
Tuth, I will (purne at mercic for this once. 
Let Pittic lodge where teceble woinen lie, 
I am rctoly ed, and Ardennceds mult die. Exrt Michacl. 
Here enters Arden and Franklin. 
Arden. No Frankimno, it tcarc or ſtormy threats, 
| If love of me, or care of woman-hood, 
\ It teare of God, or common ſpecch of men, 
AV ho mangle credit withtheir w ounding words, 
And chuch diſhonour, as diſhonour buds, 
Might joync repentance 1n her wanton thoughts, 
No qucition then, but ſhe would turne the leate, 
And torrow tor her difſolution. 
But ſhe 1s rooted in wickednes, 
Perverle and {tubburne, not to be reclaim'd, 
Co0d counſeil is to heras raine to weedcs, 
And reprehenſton makes her viceto grow, 
As Hyaraes head pcriſht by decay. 
Her faults me thinke are painted in my faces 
For every. ſearching cyc to over-reade. 
And Mesbrier name a ſcandall unto mine, 
Is deepely rrenched 1n my bluthing brow. 
Ah Franklin, Frank/in, w 'henlT thinke on this, 
My hcarts grictc rends my other powers, 
W orlc then the contiidt at the houre of death. 
Frank. Gentl. Arden leave this tad lament, 
She willamend, and fo your griefcs will ceaſe, 
Or cl{e fi,ce die, and fo your ſorrowes end. 
If ncicher of thee two doe happily fall, 
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Yet let your comfort be, that others beare 
Your woes twice doubled, all with patience. 
| Araen. My houſe is irc ſome, there I cannot reſt. 
Fran, Thenitay with me in Londou, goe not home. 
 , Ad. Thenthat baſe Aorbiedoth uturpe my roome, 
| And inakes his triumph of my being thence. 
At homegor notat home, where ere | be : 
Here, here it lies, ah Frazxklin, here it lies, 
' That will not out, till wretched Arden dics, 
Here enters Miciacl. 


Fran. Forget your grietes a whic,here comes your man. 


Ard:n, V hat a clocke 11t, (irra? 
e Mich. Almoltten- "0 
Arden See, (ee, how runnes away the wearletime | 
Come M. Franklin, ſhall we go< ro bed? 
Exennt Arden, axd Michael, 
 Manert Franklin, 
Fran. I pray you goe before, lic follow you. 
Ah what a hcllis fretfull j alouzie ? 
W hat pitty-mouing words ? what deepe-fetch ſighs ? 
\V hat grievous groanes? and over-lading woes, 
Accompanies this gentle Gentleman ? 
Novv vvill he thake his care-oppreſſed head, 
Then fixe his ſad eyes on the ſullen earth, 
Aſhamed to gaze upon the open world. 
Now vvill he calt his eyes up : ovvards the heavens, 
Looking that vvayes tor re dreflc of yyrong, 
Sonerimes he ſeeketh to beguile his griete, 
Andrels a ſtory vvith his catctull tongue. 
Then co:nes his vvives diſhonour in his thoughts, 
And in the middle cutteth off his ralc. 
Poyvring freth ſorrow on his vveary limbs. 
So vvor begone, fo inly charged vvich vvoe,.. 
Was never any hved. and bare rt fo. 
Herg enters Michacl. 
Aich. M_ M. vvould «die'.re you cone 56 bd, 
Fran, Is he himiclte alreadic 1n his bed © 
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Exit Fran. AManer Mech. 

Mich, He is, and faine would have the light away, 
Contiicting thoughts incamped in my breſt, 
Awake me with the eccho of their ſtrokes: 
And 1a ludge tocenfure cither ſide, 

Can Fiveto neicher wiſhed victory 

My maſters kindnes pleades to me for life, 
With jult demand, and I mult grant it him. 
My mtltris (h« hath forced me with an oath,a 
For Swſans,take the which I may not breake, 


 Forthat 1s neerer then a maſters love. 


That grini-faccd fellow, pittilefſe Blacke Will, 
And Shakebag (ternc in bloody itratageme. 
Two rutter kuhns neverlived in Kent, 

Have {worne my death, if I infringe my vow, 
Adreadfull Fu ro be conſidered of, 


 McthinkesI fee them with their bolſtred haire, 


Staring and grinning in thy gentle face, 
And in their ruthle(le hands, their daggers drawne, 
Infulting orethee with a peck of oathes. 
\V hileſt thou ſubmiſſive pleading forrelicſe, 
Art mangled by their irctull in{truments. 
Me thinkes I heare chem aske where Michael is, 
And pitrtileſſe Blicke Well, crics ſtab the lave. 
The pefant will dceteRt the Tragedy, 
The wrinkles of his foulec WE ebrearnin face, 
Gapes ”— wide, like graves to {wallow raen, 
My dcath to him is but a a inerriiment, 
And he will murder me to make him ſp Orts 
Hc comes, he comes, M. Frank/em hel 
Call up the ncigbours, or weare but = 
Here enters Fran. and Arden. 
Fra. What dilmall out-cric cals me trom my re{t? 
eArden. W hat hath occation'd ſuch a fearctull cry ? 
Speake Michael, hath any injur'd thee e 
Mich. Nothing fir, but as I fc1l aſlecpe, 


Vponthe chreihold lcaning to the ſtaires, 
| ; I had 
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I had a fearcfull dreame that troubled me, 
And in my ſlumber thought I was beler, 
With murderer theeves that came to ritic me. 
My trembling joints witnes my inward fcare. 
I crave your pardons for diſturbing you- 

eArd. So great a crie for nothing I nc're heard, 

W hat, arc the dores faſt lockt? and all things late? 
Mich. I cannot tell, Ithinke I lockt the dorcs. 
Ard, Ilike notthis, but Ile goe ſee my leltc, 

Ne're truſt me, but the dorcs are all unlockt, 

This ncgligence not halfe contenteth me. 

Get youto Bed, and if you love my favour, 

| Lerme have no more ſuch prancks as thelc. 

Come M. Franklin, lctus goe to vcd. 

Fres. I by my taith, the airc1s very cold, 

Michael farewell, Ipray thee dreame no more. Exennt. 

Enter Gree, VV ill. and Shake bag. 

Shak. Black night hath hid the pleaſures of the day, 

And ſhering darkneſle over-hangs the carth, | 
And with the black-fold of her clowdic robe, 
Odſcures us frem the eye-ſight of the world, 
In which ſweet filence ſuch as we triumph. 
The laſte minutes linger on their time, 

Loth to give duc awdrt to the hours : 

Till in the watch our purpoſe be complete, 

And Arder ſent to everlaſting night. 

Greene,get you gone, and linger here about, 

Andat ſome houre heace come to us againe, 

Where we will give you inſtance of his death» 

Gree. Speed to my with whole will ſo cre layesno, 
And ſole leave you for an houre or two. Ext Greene. 

Wil. 1 tell thee Shakebag,would this thing were done, 
| Iamfo heavy that can ſcarce goe : | | 
This drowſines in me bodes little good. 

Shak. How now #ll, become a precitian ? 

Nay, lets goe ſlecpe, when bugsand feares 


| Shall killour courages with their fancics worke. 
| = E Wi. 


And afterwards attempt me when thou dareſt, 


It ſhould be flipt till I had fought with thee : 
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ill. Why Shakebag,thou miſtakeſt me much, 

And wrongſt me in the telling me of feare, 
Wert not a ſerious thing we goe about, 
To ict thee know | amno cowardl[, : 
{ tcll thee Shakebag,thou abuſcit mee 

Shak. Why, thy ſpeech bewraid an inly kind of feare, 
And favourd of a weake relenting ſpirit, 
Goe forward now inthat we have begun, 


Hill, And if I doe nor, heaven cut ime off, 

Bur lct that paſſe, and ſhow me to this houle., 

\V here thou ſhalt ſee le doe as much as Shakebagp. 

Shak. This is the dore, but ſoft, me thinks tis ſhur, 

The villaine Afchael hath deceived us. 

will. Sotr, let me fee, Shakebag tis ſhut indecd. 

Knock with thy {\ivord, perhaps che ſlave will heare, 
Shak. It willnot be, the white liver'd peaſant is gon to 

Andlaughes us beth to ſcorne, | (bed, 

Will. And he thall buy his merriment as geerc, 

As ever colltrell bought ſo little ſport, &® 

Ne'reletthis {word aſſiſt me when I need, - 

Bur rult and canker, after I have ſworne : 

It I thenext time that I mectethe hind, 

Loppenort away his leg, his arme, or both. 

Shak, And ct me never draw a ſword againe, 

Nor proſper in the twilight, cock-ſhur light, 

W hen I would ficece the'wealthy paſſenger, 

Butlic and languiſh in aloathſome den, 

Hated, and ſpit atby the goers by, 

And 1nthat Sth may die unpittied, 

If Ithe next time that I meetethe flave, 

Cut not.the noſe from the cowards face, 

And trample on it for his villany. 
Will, Come lets go ſeck out Greesze,T know hee'l ſweare.« 
Shak. He were a villzine and he would not ſweare, 

*Twould makea peaſant ſweare among his boyes, 
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That ne're durſt ſay before but = and no, . 
To be thus pages of a coiltrell. (ning, 
Will. Shak:bag, lets ſecke out Greene , and in the mor- 
At the Alchouſe butting Ardens houle, 
Watch the out-comming of thar prick-eard cur, 
And thenler me alone tohandle him. Excnm. 
: Here enters Arden, Fran. and Michael. 
Ard. Sirra get you backe to Bliilinſgate, 
Andlearne what time the tide will ſerve our turne, 
Come to us in. Pauls, firſt goe make the bed, 
And afterwards goe harken for the flood. Exit Michacl. 
Come M. Frark/in,you ſhall goe with me. 
This night I dreamed, that being in a Parke, 
A toile was pitcher to oyer-throw the Decre, 
AndI upon alittle riſing-hill, 
Stood whiſtly watching for the Heards approch, 
Even there me thought a gentle ſlumber tooke me, 
And ſummond all iny parts to ſweet repolc. 
But in the pleaſure of this golden reſt, 
An illthew'd foſter had removed the toile, 
And rounded me with that beguiling home, 
Whichlate me thought was pitcht to calt the Deere, 
With that he blew anecvill-ſounding horne, 
And at the noiſe, another Heard-man came 
With Fauchon drawne, and bent it at my breſt, 
Crying aloud Thouartthe game we ſceke, 
With this I wakt, and trembled every joint, 
Like one obſcured in alittle buſh, 
That ſees a Lion foraging abour, 
And when the dreadfull torreſt King is gone, 
_ Hepries about with timorous ſuſpeR, - 
Thorowout the thogny caſements of the brake, 
And will notthinkEtus perſon dangerleſle, 
Bur quakes and ſhivers, though the cauſe be gone. 
So truſt me Franklin, when I did awake, 
I ſtood in doubt whether I waked or no : 
Such great impreſſion tooke this fond ſurprize: 
7 God 
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God grant this viſion bedeeme me any good. 
Frank. This fanraſic duth riſe from Michack feare, 
\W ho being awaked withthe noiſe he made, 
His troubled fences yet could take no reſt. 
 Andthis I warrant you 9 your dreame. 
Arden, [t may be ſo, frame 1t to the belt, 
But oftentimes my dreamecs preſage too true, 
Fran. To \uch as note their nightly fantaſics, 
Somme one 1n twenty may incurre be} icfe, 
But uſe 1e not, tis but a mockerie, | 
Ara. Come M. Franklin, wele now walke in Pauls, 
And dine together at the Ordinaric, 
_And by my mans direction draw to the key, 
And with the tide goe downe to Feverſham, 
Say, M. Franklin, ſhall itnort be fo? 
Frax. At your good pleaſure fir, 
1le beare you company. E xewut. 
Here enters Michael at one dore. 
Here emters Gree, Will, andShakebag, «rt avorber gore. 
Will. Draw Shakebag, for here's that villaine Michael, 
Greene. Fir(t, let's heare what he can ſay, 
W:ll. Speake milkſope flave, and never atter ſpeake. 
«Mich. For Gods take lirs, let meexcule my lelte. 
For here I {weare by heaven,and earth, aud all, 
I did performe the outmott of my taske, 
And lcft the dorcs unbolted and unlockr, 


- Bur fee the chance, Frauklmand my maſter 


Were very latc conferring ia the porch, 

And Frazklixlcft his napkin where he fate, 

With certaine gotd knit init, 2s he laid 

Bcing in bed, he did bethunke himſelfe, 

| And comming downe, he found the dpres wnthin, 
He locktthe gatesand brought away the keyes, 

For which offencemy maſter rated me: 

Bur now I am going to fee what flood re rs, 

For with the tyde my mafter will away, 

W here you may front him well on-Rainam downe, 
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A place well fitting ſuch a ſtratageme. 
Will. Your excuſe hath z0omew hat mollified my choller, 
W hy, now Greene, tis better now norere it Was. 
Gree. But Michael, is it true ? 
Mich. As true as I report it to be rene. 
Shak. Then Mehael, this hall be your penance, 
To fea(t us all at the Salutation, / 
W here we will plat our purpele thorywly. IJ 
Gree. And Michael,you ſhall beare no newes of this tide 
Becaule they two may be in Rainam down before your M- 
Mich. W hy, Ile agree to any thing youl have me, 
So you will accept of my companie. E xenunt. 
Here emters Mogbie. 
Ato:b. Diſturbed thoughts drives me from company, 
And dries my marrow with their watchfulnes, 
Continuall troyble of my moody braine, 
Feebles my body by exceſle af drinke, 
And nips me, as the bitter Northealt wind 
Doth checke dhe tender bloſloms inthe Spring. 
Weell-farcs the manhow cre his cates doe taſte, 
That tables not with foule ſuſpition :; 
And he bur pines amongſt his delicates, 
W hoſe troubled mind 1s ſtuft with diſcontent. 
My golden time was when Ihadno gold, 
Though then I wanted, yet 1 ſlept ſecure, 
My dauly toile, begat me nights repoſe ; 
My nights repoſe made day-light freſh to me. 
But ſince [ climb'd the top bough of the tree, 
And ſought to build my neſt among the clouds, 
Each gentle ſtary gaile doth ſhake my bed : 
And makes me dread my downefalitothecarth, 
But whither doth contemplation carry me. 
The way I ſecketo fande, wherepleaſure dwels, 
Is hedged behind me, that I cannot backe, 
But needs mult on, although to dangers gate : 
© Then Ardexperiſh thouby that decree, 
For Greese doth heyre the land and weed thee up, 
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To make my Harveſt nothing but pure corne- 
And tor his paines Ile heave| him up a while, 
And after ſmother him to have his waxe, 
Such Bces as Greene, mult never live to ſting. 
Then 1s there Michael, and the Painter too, 
Chictc Actors to Ardens overthrovy : 
\V ho wheu they ſee me fit in Arden ſcare, 
They will inſult upon me for my medey 
Or fright me by dereCting of his end. 
8 Ic noue of that, for I can caſt a bone, 
To make theſe Curres plucke out each others throat, 
Andthen am I (ole ruler of mine owne ; 
Y<t miſtris eArden lives, but ſhe's my ſelfe, 
And holy Church-rites makes us two but one, 
But what for thze, I may nottruſt you Alice, ; 
You have ſupplanted Arden for my ſake, 
And will extirpen me toplant another : 
Tis fearcfull ſlceping ina Serpents bed. 
And I will cleanely rid my hands of her. 
3 Here enters Alice. 
Bur !1ere ſhe comes, and I mult flattcr her. 
How now Ale ? W har, ſad and paſlionate ? 
Make me partaker of thy penſivenes : 
Fire devided burnes with lefler force. 
eAlice. But I will damne that fire in my breſt, 
Till by the force thereof my part conſume, ah Merbie. 
Afeib. Such deep pathaires like ro a Cannons burit, 
Diſcharge againlt a ruinated wall, 
Breakes1 my relenting heart in thouſand piIcees, 
Vngcntle Alicc, thy forrow 1s my ſore, 
Thouknow'ſtit well, and tisthy policic 
To forge diltreſſctull lookes, to wound a breſt, 
Whcrclics a heart, that dies when thou art lad, 
_ It 3snot lore, that lovesto anger love. 
Alice. It 1s not love, that loves to murder love. 
Aoib. How mcane you that ? 
Alice. Thou knowelt hoy dearcly Arden loved me. 
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Agib, And then. 
Alice. And then concea'ethe reſt, for tis too bad, 
Lelt that iny words be carried with the wind, 
And publitht in the world to both onr thames, 
I pray thee Aosbie, let our Spring-time wither, 
Our Harvcſtclſe will yeeld dut lothſome »weedes. 
\ Forget I pray thee, what haſt paſt betwixt us, 
For now [ bluſh, and tremble at the thoughts, 
Atosb. W hat are you chang'd ? | 
eAlice. I, to my tormer happy life againe. 
From title of an odtous fttrumpets name, 
To honelit A rdens wife, not Ardens honelt wife, 
F'a Mosbie, 'tis thou haſt rifled me of that, 
And made me fſlanderous to all my kin : 
Even in my forehead is thy name ingraven, 
A meane Artihcer, that low-borne name, 
I was bewitched, woe worth the haples houre, 
And all the cauſes that inchanted me. 
Mob. Nay, if thou banylet me breathe curſes forth, 
And ir you ſtand ſo nicely at your faine, 
Let me repent the credit / have loſt. 
I have negleed matters of imporr, 
That would have ſtated meabove thy Nate : 
Forflowd advantages, and ſpurn'dat time. 
I, Fortunes right-hand Afo5bze hath forſooke, 
| Totakea wanton glglote by the left. 
; Tleftthe marriage of an honeit maide, 
| Whoſe dowry would have wried downe all thy wealth, 
W hoſe beauty and demeanor farre excecded thee, 
| This certaine good Zloſt, for changing bad, 
|. And wrapt my credit inthy companie. 
1 wasbewitchr, thatis no theame of thine, 
And thou unhallowed haſt enchanted me: 
| But 7 will breake thy ſpels, and exorciſmes, 
And put another ſight upon theſe eyes, 
That ſhewed my heart a Raven for a Dove. 
Thou art not faire, { view'd thee not till now] 
Thou 
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Thou art not kind, till now I knew thee not. 
And now the taine hath beaten off chy gilt, 
Thy worthleſflſe copper ſhowes thee countertet. 
It grieves menotto fee how foule thou xr, 
But mads me that ever I thought thee faire, 
Goe get thee gone, a copeſmate for thy Hindes, 
I am too good to bethy favorite. 
Alice. I, now 1 ſee, and too ſoone finde 1t true, 
W hich often hath beene told by my friends : 
That CHMosbie loves me not bur for my wealth, 
Which too incredulous I ac're believed. 
Nay, hcare me {peake Adozhie, a word or two, 
Ile the my zongue,it ut ſpeake bicterly ; 
Looke on me Aocbie, or elic Ike kill my (alfe, 
Nothing ſhall hide me from thy ſtormy looke : 
It thou crie war, there 1sno pe-ce for me, 
{ will doc penance for offending thee, 
And burnc this prayer booke, where I herenſc, 
The holy Word that hath converted me, 
Sce Hosby, I will teare away the leaves. 
And all the leaves,andinthisgolden cover, 
Shall thy ſweet phraſes, andthy letters duyell, 
And thereon will I chiefly meditate, 
And holdno other fe, bur ſuch devorton, 
\Vilt thounotlooke? xs aſl thy love over-whelm'd ? 
. Wilt thou not hearc? what malice ſtops thine cares? 
\W hy ſpeakeit thou not? what fitence ties thy tongue ? 
Thoa haſt beene fighred, as the Eagle is, 
And heard as quickly as rhe fearcfull Hare : 
And ſpoke as {tnoothtly as an Orator. . 
\W henT have bid thee trears, dr iſe, orfpeake; 
And art thou ſcafibte:ihnnone ofthuft ? 
Waigh ati thy good eurnes, withthis Hetle fantr, 
And I deſervenot Aforbies lookes | 
A fence of trouble isnor chichnea: (till, 
- Becleare againe/lle ne're more trouble thee. 
 _ CMeib. Ofieno, Tumabaſe Artilicer, = 
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dy wings are feathred for alowly flight, 
o:bie, fie no, not for athouſand pound, 


Make love to you, why cis unpardonable, 
We beggers muſt not breathe where Gentiles are. 
| Alice. Sweet XMosbie igas gentle asa King, 
And / too blind to judge him otherwilc, 
Flowres ſometimes ſpring in fallow lands, 
Weeds in gardens, Roſcs grow on thornes. 
So what ſo ere my AMosbies father was, 
Himſelfe valued gentle by his worth. 
Aoib. Ah how you women can infinuate, 
And cleerca treſpafſe with your ſweet ſet tongue ! 
I will forget this quarrell gentle Alice, 
Provided lle be tempred ſono more. 
Here emters Bradſhaw. 
Alice. Then with thy lips ſcale up this new-made match« 
Aeof. Soft Alice, for here comes ſome body. 
Alice. How now Brad(baw, what's the newes with you? | 
Brad. I havelittle newes, bur her's a Lettcr, 
That M. Greene importuned meto give you. 
Alice. Goe in Bradſhaw, call for a cup of Beere, 
Tis almoſt ſupper time, thou ſhalt ſtay with us. Ext. 
Thenſhe reades the Letter. 
We have miſt of our purpoſe at London, but ſhallperforme it by 
the way, We thanke our wei ghboxr Bradſhaw. 
[2 Yoxrs Richard Greene. 
How likes my lovethe tennor of this Letter? 
Aorb. Well, werehis date compleate and expired.' 
Alice. Ah would it were, 
Then comes my happy houre, 


_ - Tillthen mybliſſe 1s mixt with bitter gall. 


Comeletus into ſhunne ſuſpition. 
Aotb. Ito the gates of death to follow thee. Exqane. 
Here enters Greene, Will, CE 
Shak. Come W111. ſeethy tooles be in a readineſle, 
Is not thy powder danke, 
Or will thy flint ſtrike fire e 
| Þ F Wil. 
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Mill. Thenaske me it my noſe be on my face, 
Or whether iny rongue be frozen in my mouth. 
 Zounds hcr's a colle, you were beitto tweare me on the 
Interrogatorics, how many Piſtols I have tooke in hand, 
Or whether I loye the ſmell of Gunpowder, ks 
Or dare abide the noile the dagge will make, 
Or will not winke at flaſhing of the hire. 
I pray thee Shakebag, let this anſwere thee, 
That 1 have tooke tore purſes In this downe, 
Then cre thou handlcdit Piſtols in thy life. 
Shak. 1, bappily thou haſt pickt morc in a throng. 
But thuuld | brag what booties | have tooke, 
I thinke the over-plus that's more then thine, 
Would mount co a greater ſumme of money, 
Then cither thou, or ail thy kinneare worth. 
Zounds, I hate rem as | hate a Toade, 
That carry a muſcado in their tongue, 
And ſcarce a hurting weapon in their hand. 
Will. O Greene intollerable, 
Tt is not for mine honour to beare this. 
Why Shakebag, I did ſerve the King at Bulloine, 
And thou cantt brag of nothing thou haſt done. 
Sha. W hy, ſo can Fackeof Fevcrit:ain, 
Thar {wounded for a philiope on the noſe : 
W hen he that gave it him, hollowed in his care. 
And he {uppcſed a Cannon bullet hit him, 
| Then they fight. 
Gree. 1 pray you firs, litt co Eſops taike, 
W hilittwo ſtout dogs were ſtriving for a bone, 
There comes a cur, and ſtole u from them both, 
« So while you ttand ſtriving on thee tearmes of man-hoog; 
| = Argencicapc us, and deceive us all. 
Shak. Why, he begun. 
Will. and thou ſhalt finde Ile end, 
[ doe bur {lip It untill better eime, = 
Bur if I doe 1 voy — Thenhe kneeles downe and 
| helds wp bus hands ro heaven. 
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Gree. Well, take your fitteſt ſtandings, and once more 

Lime your twigs to catch :his weary burd, * 

lic leave you, and at your Dags diſcharge 

Make towards like the longing water-dog, 

That coucheth till the fowling pecce be off : 

Then ſeazcth on the prey with eager moode, 

Ah might I ſee hun ltretching forth his limmes, 

AS [ have ſcene them beate their wings ere now. 

Shak, W hy, that thou thalt {ce if he come this way, 
Gree. Yes, that he doth Shakebag, / warrant thee: 

But brawle not when am gone in any cale, 

Burt firs be ſure to ſpeede him when he comes, 

Andin that hope lle leave you for an hourc. Exit Gre. 

Heere Enters Arden, Fran. and Michael. 
Mic. T were beſt that / went backeto Rocheſter, 

The horſe halts downe-right, it were not good 

He travelled in ſuch paine to Feverſham, , 

Removyng of a ſhoo may happily help it. 

A 4d. W.ll, get you backeto Rocheſter.but lirra lee ye 

Over-takeus ere we come to Rainam downe, 

For it will be very late ere we get hoine. 

Mic. I, God he knowes, and ſo}doth #:11 & S hakebag, 

T hat thou ſhalt never goe further then that downe, 

And theretore have /prickt the horſe on purpoſe, 

Becauſe / would not view the maſſacre. Exit Michael. 
Ard. Come M. Franklin, onwards with your talc, 
Fras. Taflure you fir, you taske me much, 

A heavy blood is gatheredat my heart, 

And on the ſuddaine is my wind ſo ſhort 

As hindereth the paſſage of my ſpeech, 

So fierce a qualme yetne're aſſailed me: 

| Ard. ComeM. Franklin, let us goe on ſofly, 
2 The annoyance of the duit, orelſe tome meate 
| You ate at dinner, cannat brooke with you: 

I hav: becne often ſo, and ſoone amended. 

Frau. Doc you remember where my tale did leave e 
Arden, I, where the Gentlentan did checke his wife. 
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Fran, She being reprehended for the faR, 
Witnes produced that tooke her with the deed, 
Her glove brought in, which there ſhe lett behind, 
And many other affured arguments, 
Hcr husband asK't her whether it were not ſo? 
eArd. Her anſiver then, [ wonder how ſhe look't, 

Having torſworne ic with ſuch vehement oathes, 

And ar the inſtant ſo approved upon her. 

Fran, Firſt, did the calt her eyes downeto the earth, 
\Vatching the drops that fell amaine from thence, 
Then ſoftly drawes ſhe torth her hand-kercher, 

And inodciitly the wipes her teare ſtatn'd face : 
1hcn cm'd the out to cleare her voice ſhould ſeeme, 
And with a majeltie addrett her lclfe, 

To cncounter all their acculations. 

| Pardon inc M. Arden can no more: 

This fighting at my heart, makes ſhort my winde, 

Ard. Come weare almolt now at Raynum downe, 
Your pretty tale beguiles the weary way, 

[ would you were in caſc to tell it out. 
Shak. Stand cloſe Wl, I heare them comming. 
Here enters Lord Cheiny with hu men. 
W1ll. Stand to it Shakebag, and de reſolute. 
L ord Che. Is it ſo neere mght as 1t ſeemes, 
Or will this black-faccd evening have aſhoyre? 
W hat M. Arden, you are well met, 
| have long'd this fortnights day to ſpeake with you, 
You are a {tranger man, inthe He of Sheppy. 

Ard. Your Honors alwaies bound to dozeyou ſervice. 
L. (he. Come you from London and n&re a man with 
eArd. My man's comming after, (you? 

But her's my honeſt friend that came along with me. 

L. Che. My Lord Protectors man, / take youto be, 

Fran. I, my good Lord, and highly bound to you. 

L. Che. Youand your friend , come home and ſup with 

«Ard. I beſcech your Honor pardon me, \ me 
{1 kave made a promiſe to a Gentleman, 
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My honeſt friend to meete him at my houſe, ; 
The occaſ1un,1s great, or elſe would I waite on you. 

L.Che. Will you come to morrow and dine with me, 
And bring your honeſt friend along with you. | 
I havedivers matters to talke with you about. 

eArden. To morrow we'l waite upon your Honor. 

L. Che. One of you ſtay my horſe at the top of the hill, 
\W hat, Blacke Will, for whole purſe waite you ? 

Thou wilt be hanged in Kent when all is done, 

Will. Not hanged, God ſave your Honor. 

I am your bedeſman, bound to pray for you. 

L. Che.1 think thou ne're ſaid(t praier in all thy life, 
One of you give him a crow'ne, 
And {irra leave this kinde of life. 

If thou beſt tainted for one-penny matter, 

And come in quelitton, ſurely thou wilt truſſe., 

Come M. Arden,let us be going, 

Your way and minelies foure miles together. Exemvmr. 
HManet Black Will and Shakebag. 

ll. The devill breake all your necks,atfoure miles end, 

Zounds I could kill my ſclte tor very anger. 

His Lordihip chops me 1n, even when 

My Dagge wasleveldat his heart, 

I would hiscrowne were molten downe his throar, 

Shak. Arden,thou haſt wondrous holy lucke,' 
| Didever man eſcape as thou haſt done. 
Wet, lle diſcharge my Piſtoll at the skie, 

For by this bullet Arden night not die, 
Here enters Greene. 

Gree. W hat,is he downe, is he diſpatcht ? 

Sha. I,in health towards Feverſham, to ſhame us a;k 

Gree, The Devill he 1s, why firs how efcapt be? 

Shak. W hen we were ready to thoote, 
|, Comes my Lord Cheiry to prevent his death. 

Gree, The Lord of heaven hath preſerved him. (him, 

Will. Preſerved, a fig,the Lord Cherxy hath preſerved 
And bids him to a feaſt, to his houſe at Shotlow : 
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But by the way, once more Ile meete with him, 
And fall the Cheinies in the world ſay no, 
Ile haye a bullet in his breſt to morrow, 
Therefore come. Greene, and let us to Feverſham. 
| Gree. 1, and exculc our {clves to miſtris Ardes. 
| O how ſh«le chate when lhe heares of this?  (doeir, 
Sha. W hy, lle warrant you ſhee'l thmke we dare not 
| will, Why,then let us goe,and tell her all the matter, 
| And plot the newes to cut him off to morrow. Excunt, 
| Here enters Arden and hi wife, Franklin, 
| oud Michael. 
 Ard.Sce how the houres, the guard at of heaven gate, 
Have by their toile removed the darkſome clouds, | 
That So/inay well diſcerne the trampled pace, 
HY W hercin he wont to guide his golden Car, 
The tcaſ{on fits, come Franklin, let's away. 
Alice. I thought you did pretend ſome ſpeciall hunt, 
That made you thus cut ſhort the time of reſt. 
Arden It was no chale that made me riſe foearly, 


But as I told thee yelternightto goeto the lle of Sheppy, 
Thereto dine with my Lord Chery. 


For ſo his Honor late commanded me. 
Alice. 1, ſuch kind husbands fildome want exculcs, 

Home isa wild Cat, toa wandring wit, 
The time hath beene, would God it were not paſt,' 
That honours title nor a Lords command, 
Could once have drawne you from theſe armes of mine, 
But iny deterts, or your deſerves decay, 
Or both, yet if true love may ſeeme deſert, 
I merit {till to havethy company. 

Fran. Why, Ipray you fir, let her goe along with us, 
TI am ſure his Honour will welcome her, 
= 3 And us the more, for bringing her along. 
Ard. Content, ſirra ſaddle your miſtris Nag. 

- | Alice. No, b«g'd favour merits little thanks, 
[fI ſhou'd goe, our houſe would runnc away, 
Or <l{cibc {tolne, therefore lle [tay behind. 
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Ard:n, Nay, ſee how miſtaking youare I 
I pray thee goe. 

Alice, Ne, no, not now. 

Ard. Then let me leave thee ſatisfied in this, 
T!1at rime, nor place, nor perſons alter me, 
But that 1 hold thce dearer then my life» 

Alice. That will be ſeene by your quicke returne. 

Arden. And that ſhail ere night,and if 1 live. - 

\- Farewcil {wect Alice, we mind to ſup with thee. Exit.Alt. 

Fran, Come Michael, are our horſes ready ? 

Mich. 1, your horſes are ready, but I am not ready, 
PorlI havcloſt my purſe, 
With ſixe and thirtic ſhillings in it, 

With taking up my miſtris Nag. 

Frank. Why, I pray you lct vs goe before, | 
\W hileſt he ſtates behind to ſecke his purſce (Sheppy, 

eArden Goe to firra, (ee that you follow us to the lle of 
To my Lord Cheinies, where we meane to dines 

Exexrt Arden and Franklin, 
Alaner Michael. 

Mich. So faire weather after you, | 

For betore youlics Blacke Will, and Shakebag, 

In the broome cloſe, too cloſe for you, 

Thcy'l be your Ferry-men tolons home, 

Here emtersthe Pamer. 
But who 1s this ? the Painter, my Corrivall, 
> | That wouldneeds winmiltris Suſan. | 
Clarke. How now Michael, how doth my miſtris, 

And all at home? | 

Mich. W ho, Suſan Mebie? ſheis your miſtristo0+ 

Clarke. I, how doth ſhe, and all the reſt ? 

Mic. Ali's well, but Swſad ſhe is licke. 

Clar Sicke? Of what ditcalec ? 

Mich. Ot a great feare, 

Clarke. A teare? Of what ? 

Mich, Of a great feaver. 


Clarke, A tcaver,God forbid. 
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Atich. Yes faith, and of alordaine too, 
As bigge as your {elfe. 
Clar. O Michael, the ſpleene pricks you. 
Goe too, you carry an eyc over miſtris Suſan. -_ 
Mich. I faith, to keepe her from the Painter. 
__ Clar. Why more froma Painter, then froma Serving 
Creaturelike your ſclfe. 
Mich, Becaute you Painters make but a painting table 
of a pretty wench, and ſpoile her beauty with a blotting. 
Clar. \W hat mcane you by that? 
Mich. W hy ,that you Painters pamt Lambes in the li- 
ning of wenches peticoates, 
And we Serving-men put hornes tothem, to make them 
become ſheepe. 
Cla. Such another word will co!t you acuffe or a knocke. 
Mich. \V hat with a dagger made of a pen(ill ? 
Faith'tis roo weake, 
And therefore thou roo weake to winne Sxſan, 
Clarke, Wou'd Suſanslovelay upon this ſtroke, 
Then he breakes Michacls head. 
Here enters Mosbie , Greene, and Alice, 
eAlice. Ile lay my lite this is for Swſansloye, 

Staid you behind your maſter to this end ? 

Have you no other time to brabble in | | 

But now, when ſerious matters are in hand ? 

Say, Clirke, haſt thou done the thing thou promiſed? 
Clarke. I, here it is, the very touch is death. 
Alice. Thenthis I hope, if all the reſt doe faile, 

Will catch M. eArdes, 

And make him wile in death, that lived a foolc. 

Why ſhould he thruſt his fickle in our corne, 

Or what hath hero doe with thee my love? 

_—_ Or governe methatſam to rule my ſelfe, 

Forlooth, for credit ſake, I muſt leave thee. 
Nay, he muſt leave to live, that we may love, 
May live, may love, for what is life but love ? 
And love thalllaſt as long as life remaines, 
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And life ſhall end, before my love depart. 
Mob. W hy, what's love without true conftencie ? 
Like to a piller built of many ſtones, 
Yet neither with good morter well compad, 
Nor cement, to falten itin the joynts. | 
But that it ſhakes with every blaſt of wind, 
And being touch, ſtraight falls unto the earth, 
And buries all his haughtic pride in duft. 
No, let our love be rockes of Adamant, 
W hich time, nor place, nor tempeſt can aſundecr. 
Gre. CMozbie, leave proteitations now 
And let us bethinkeus what we have to doe: 
Blacke Will,and Shakebag I have placed, 
In the Broome-cloſe, watching Ardexs comming, 
Lets to them, and (ce what they have done. Eves" 
Here enters Arden, and Franklin. 
Arden, Oh Ferry-man, where art thou? 
Here enters the Ferry-man. 
Fer. Here, here, goc bctorc to the boate, 
And | will follow you. 
Araen. We have great halt!{T pray thee come aways 
Per. Fic, what a miſt 15 here. 
Arden, This mitt my friend is myſticall, 
Like toa good compantons {moa.: 1e braine, 
That was halfe drown'd with new Alc over-night. 
Fey. 'Tweie pittie btit his {cull were opened, 
To make more chumnic-roome, 
Ard. Friend, what's thy opinion of this miſt? 
Fer. I thinke tis like acurſt wife in alitrlc houſe, 
Thar never caves her husband till ſhe drive kim 
Our of dores, with a wet paire of eyes, 
Then lookes he as if his houſe were 2 fire, 
Or ſome ot tus friends dead. 
efrd, Speakcit thou this of thine owne expericnce? 
Fer. Perhaps I, perhaps no : for my wife is as other 
Women are, that 1sto ſay, governed by the Moone. 
Fran, By the Moone, kow I pony thee ? 


Fer, 
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Fey. Nay, thereby lics a bargatne, 
And coll not have it freſh and taſt: ns, 
Ard. Yes pray thee, good Ferriman. 
Fer. Thin for:thisonceletit be Mid-ſummer Moone, | 
But yct iny wifc has another Moone. 
Fran. Another Moone. 
Fer. 1, and it hath influences and ecipien. 
Ard. Why, then by this reKoning, you ſometimes 
Play the man in the Moone. - 
Fer. 1, but you had not veſt to meddle with that Moone, 
Leit I terarch you by the face with my bramble buth. 
Ard, Iamalmolit {tifled with thts tog,comelet's away. 
Fran. And firraas we goe, let's have tome more of your 
Bold yeomandrie. 
Fer. Nay by my troth fir, but flat knavery. Exeunt, 
Here emers WHll at one dore, ani EL 
Shakebag at awother, 
Shak. Oh ih, where art thou ?_ - 
Will. Here Shakebag F,-almoſt in hells mouth, 
W herc I cannor ſce my way for ſmoake, 
Shak. 1 pray thee ſpeake ſtill, that we may meet 
Ry the fot: dl or 1 thall fall inco ſome ditchor 
Other, unles my feet {ce betterthen my cycs. | | : 
#10. Djd'it thou ever ſee better weather«o run - 
Away with another mans wife, or play with 
A wench at potfhnger? 
Shak. No, this were a fme workd for Chandlers, 
If chi1s weather would laſt, for then a»man + | 
Should never dine, not ſap withour candle-hght, - -* 
Bur firra Wl, harhiotles ate thoſe that pay. | 
Will W ty, didſt titare any? { 


&2 


Sha. 1, that I did-' 


Will. My lite for thine,'twas s Arlen & his coftpanion, 
And then all ourkbour's loft- 


Sha Na, , ſay not- 10, for if it bethey, they may Haply 
Loc their way as we havedone, : 


And then we may chance rect withtherm. - | 
w:ll. 
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»11. Come let's goe on like a couple of blind pilgrims. 
T henSakebag falls into a ditch. - 
Shak, Helpe #ill, hlpe, I am almoſt drown'd. 
| Here enters the Ferry-man. 
Fer. W ho's that, chat calls for help ? 
Will. *'Twas none here, 'twas thou thy ſcife.. 
Fer. 1 cane tohelpe himthat cal'd tor helpe. 
W hy, hownow ? who isthisthar lics in the ditch ? 
You are wellenough ſcrved, to goe without a guide 
Such weatheras this. | | morning? 
Wl. Sirra, what companions have paſt your Ferry this | 
Fer. None but a couple of Gentlemen, thar Went tO dine 
At my Lord Cheinies. | þ: 
Wl. Shakebag, did not I tell thee as much ? 

_ Fer. Why tir, Til you haveany letters carried to them ? 
will. No fir, get you gone. ; 
Fer. Did you ever ſee tuch a milt as this ? on 

' Will. No, nor ſuch a foole as will rather be hought 
Then ger his WAY» 

Fer. Why ſir,this 1s no though Munday,youare deceived, 

W har's his name [ pray you fir ? | 


? = 


+ Shak. His name 1s Blacke Will. 


Fer. 1 hopetoſechim one day hang'd upon a bill. 
Exit Ferry-man, © 

Shak: Sec how the Sun hath cleer'd the foggy miſt, 
Noi we have mitt the marke of our intent. 

Here exters Greene, Mosby, aud Alice. - + 

Meſ. Blacks W.ll, and Shakebag,what make you here 2 
What is the deede donet 1s Pos. as dead; 

W:l. What ccuid a blinded man performe in armes? * 
Saw younor how tiilaow thesKkie was darke? | 
Thatneither horſe, nor man could be diſcerned, 

Y<t eid we heare their horſes as they paſt. 

Gree. Havethev eſcapt youthen,a1d paſt the F 

Shak, 1, for a «vhile, but bere we two will ſtay, 

And at cheir comming backe, meere with them once more, 
Zounds I was ne're {0 coy din allmy life, 4-3;5 of 
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in following ſo ſlight a taske as this. 
Aforb. How cam'(t thou ſo beraide? 
Will. With making falſe-footing in the darke, 
He needs would follow them without a guide. I 
2 Alice. Here's to pay for a fire and good checre, 
Geryou to Feverſhamto the Flowre-deluce, 
And reit your ſelves untill ſome other tume- 
Gre, Let me alone, it moſt concernes my (tate. 
ll. 1 miſtris eArdes, this will ſerve the turne, 
[In caſe we fall intoa ſecond fog. 
Exemn Greene, Will, and Shakebag. 
Mob. Theſc knaves will never doe itglct us give it over. 
eAlice, Firſt, tell me how you like my new device ? 
Soone when my husband is reeurning backe, 
You-and I both marching arme 1n arme, 
Like loving triends, wele meete him on the way, 
And boldly beard and brave him to his teeth : 
W hen words grow hot, and words begin toric, 
. Ile call theſe Cutters forth your Tenement, 
W ho in a manner to take up the fray, 
Shall wound my husband hornesbic to death. 
Ato5b, Ah fine device, why,this deferves a kiſſe. Exemm. 
Here enters Dick Recde, and 4 Sayler, 
Sayler. Faith, Dick Reege, it is to little end, | 
His conſcience 1s too ltoerall, and he too niggardly, 
To part from any thing may dor him good. 
Reede. He 1s _— from Shorlow,as I underſtand, 
Here Ilc intercept him, for at his houſc 
He nevcr will vouchſfafe toſpeake with me : 
If prayers and fairc intreatics will not ſerve, 
Or make no battry in his flinty breſt, 
Here emters Fran. Arden, and Michaels 
He curſe the Carle, and ſee what that will doe. 
See where he comes to further my intent, 
M. Arden 1 amy now bound to the Sea, 
My comming to you'vvas abour the plot of ground, 
Which vvrongfully you detaine from me. 
- Although 


BRL | 


of Fever/ham. 
Although the rent of it be very ſmall, 
Yer will it helpe my v vitc and chuldren: 
W hich here [ leave in Fever/ham,God knowes, 
Necdy and bare: for Chriſts ſake let them have it. 
eArd. Franklin, heateit thou this fellow ſpeake ? 
That which he craves, I dearely boughe of him, 
Although the rent of 1t was ever mine. 
Sirra you, that aske theſe queſtions, 
If with thy clamorous 1mpeaching tongue 
Thou raile on me, as 1 have heard thou doeſt, 
Te lay theee up focloſe a twelvemonths day, 
As thou ſhalt neither ſee the Sunne nor Moone, 
Looke to it, for as ſurely as Ilive, 
Ile banith pitte if you uſe me thus. 
Reed. W hat wiltthou doe me wrong,& threaten me too? 
Nay then lle tempt thee, Arden doe thy worlt, 
God I beſcech thee ſhow ſome miracle, 
On thee or thine, in plaguing thee for this, 
That plot of ground, which thou detaineſt from me- 
Ti ls it in an agony of ſpirits 
Be ruinous and fatall unto thee : 
Either there be butcher'd by thy deareſt friends 
Or clſe be brought for mento wonder at. 
Or thou or thine miſcarry in that place. 
Or there runne mad, and end thy curſed dayes. 
Fres. Fic, bicter knave, bridle thine envious tongue, - 
For curſes are like arrowes ſhot upright, 
W hich falling downe li = on the ſhoeters head. _ 
Reeade. Light where they will, were I upon the Sea, 
As oft I have in many a bitter ſtorme, 
And ſaw a dreadfull ſoutherne flaw at hand, 
- The Pilote quaking at the doubrfull torme, 
And all the Saylers praying ontheir knees, 
Even in that fearcfull time would I fall downs, 
And aske of God, what ere betide of ine, 
Vengeance cn Arden, or ſome miſevent, 
To ſhew the world, what wrong the Carle hath done. 
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This charge lle leave wich my diſtrcffetull wife. 


My children (hall be raught ſuch prayers asthele, | 
And thus 1 goe, but leave my curſe withthees 
Exeunt Recdc, and Sayler. 
Ard. Itisthe rail.og'ſt knave it Chriſtendorit, 
And oftentimcsthe villaine will be mad, 
[t greatly inatters not what he (ayes, 
But 1 aſſure you, | ne'1e did him wrong 
Fran. | thinke fo M. e Arden. 
Ard. Now that our horles are gone home before, 
M'y wi'c may haply mcete on the way, 
For God knowes, ſheis growne paſſing kind of late, 
And greatly changed trom the old humour 
Ot her wonted frowardnes. 
And teckcs by faire meanes to redeeme old faults. 
Fra. ilappie the change, that alcers for the beſt, 
Burt ſce in atty caſe you make noſpecch, 


. Of the cheere we had at my Lord {beinies, 


Although moſt bounteous and liberall, | 
4 Or that will make herthunke her {cle more wrong'd, 
In that we did not carry her along, 
For thre ſhegrieved that ſhe was left behind. | 
Arden. Come Frankl:m,let us itraine to mend our pace, 
And take unawares toplay the Cooke. 
Here emers Alice and Mosbie. 
For T bclecve ſheele ſtrive to mend our checre, 
Fran, \V hy, there's no better creature 11 the world 
Then women are, when the y are in gocd humors. 
eArd. \V ho 1s that 2 CMosbie;x» hat fo fanuliar? 
Injurious ltrumpct, and thou ribald knave, . 
Vativine thoſe ArIMCS- 
Alive. I, th a tugred kifle let them untwine- 
Ard. Ah More, perjur'd beaſt, bearcthis and all. - 
17,;h, And yetno home-beaſt, the hornes arethine, 
Fr.4:. O monitous, ray, then tis time to draw. 
Al:ce. Holpe, belpe, they tatrth-r my hasbands 
Hereemers Wall and Shakebaj, 


Shak. 
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Shak. Zounds who ityjires Me. AMorbie? 
_ Helpc Well, | am hurt. | 
Veeſ I may thaiike you miſlrts Arden for this wound. 
Exenne Masbic, W1ll and S!:akebage 
eAlwe. Ah Arden, \vhactolly biindcd thee ? 
Ah jealous hajre-bra'ne man, whar hait thou done, 
W hen weeo welcome thy intendedipourt, 
Came lovingly to meete thee on thy way. 
Thou drewit thy {word, incag'd with jealouzic, 
And hur: thy friend, _ 
W hoſe thoughts were free from harme. 
All tor a worthleflc kiflc,and joyming armes :; 
Both done but merrily, totric thy patience: 
And mc unhappie that deviſcd the jelt, 
W hich though begunin ſport, yet ends in blood. 
Fran, Mary God defend me trom ſuchajelt. 
Alice. Could'ſt thou not ſee us friendly tmile on thee? 
W hen we join'd armes, and when I kilt his cheeke? 
Halt thou not lately foundme over-kind ? 
Didit thou not heare me crie, they murder thee ? 
Cal'd I not helpe, to {ct my husband free: 
No, carcs and all were witcht, ah me accurſt, 
To linkeinliking with a franticke man, 
Hencc-forth Ile bethy flave, no more thy wite : 
For with that name 1 never ſhail content thee. 
It I be merric thou ſtraightwaies thinki{t melight. 
If {ad, thou fai'ſt the,ſuliens trouble me, 
It well attired, thou thinkſt I will be gadding, 
If homely, I tceme ſluttith inthine exe » 
Thus am [ till, and hall be'while I die, 
Poore vench abuſed by thy miſgovernment. 
Ard. But is it for cruth, thatnettherthou nor hee, 
Enrendeſt malice in your miſdemeanour ? 
Al-ce. The heavens can wicnes of our harmles thoughts, 
Arg. Thenpardon me, {weet Alice. 
And forgive this fault; : » ' wi 
Forgct but this, and never ſeethe likes 
| Impofe 
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Impoſc me penance, and I will performe it « 
For in thy diſcontent I finde a death, 
A death tormenting more then dcath it ſelfe. 
Alice. Nay, hadſt thou loved me as thou doeſt pretend, 
Thou would'ſt have market the ſpeaches of thy triend, 
W ho going wounded .. om the place, he ſaid, 
His skin was pearc'd onely through my device, 
And if (fad ſorrow taint thee for this fault, 
Thou would'ſt have followed him, and ſcene him dreſt, 
And cride him mercy whom thou haſt miſdone, 
Nc're ſhall my heart be caſcd riil this be done. 
Ard. Content thee ſweet Alwce,thou ſhalt haverhy will, 
\W hat crc it be. For that I inyur'd thee, 
And wrong'd my friend, ſhame ſcourgeth my offence, 
Come thourhy telte, and goe along with me, 
' And be a mediator 'twixt us twoe 
Fraxh. W hy, M. Arden, know you what you doc? 
Will you follow him that hath diſhonour'd you? 
Alice. Why, canit thou prove I have beene diſloyall, 
Fran. WW hy,CMorby taunts your husdand with the horne- 
_ Alice. 1,after hc had reviled him, 
By the injurious name of peryur'd beallt, 
He knew no wrong could ſpite a jealous man, 
More then the hatctull naming of the horne. 
Fras. Suppole tis true, yet is it dangerous, 
To follow him whom he hath lately hurt. 
Alice, A fault confeſſed is more then halfe amends, 
But men of ſuchill ſpirit as your lelfe, - 
VWorke croſſes and debate betwirxt man and wife. 
Ard. I pray thee gentle Franklin, hold thy peace, 
1 know my wife counſels for the beſt. 
He ſeeke our Mo55je, where his wound is dreſt, 
And ſalve his hapleſſequarrell ifI may. 
Exeunt Arden and Alicce 
Fra. He whom the Devill,drives muſt goe perforce, 
Poorc: Gentleman, how ſoone he 18 bewitcht 1 
And yet decauſc his wife isthe inftrument, 


His 
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His friends muſt not BE laviſh in their ſpeech, Exie Fran: 
Here emters Will, Shakebag, «nd Greene. 
ill. Siurra Greawe, when was lo 
Long in killing of a man? 
Gree. | thinke we {hallnever doe it, 
Ler us give it over. 
Shak, Nay, zounds we'l kill him, | 
Though we be hang'd at his dore for our labour, 
Will, Thou knoweſt Greene, that I bave lived in. 


London this ewelve yeeres, | 
W hcre I have anade ſome gee upon wodden legs, 
For taking the wall of me, 
Divers with fiiver noſts, for ſaying, 
There goes Blarke Wl. 
I have cracktas many blades, 
As thou haſtdone nuts. 

Gree. O monltrous lic ! 

WA. Faith in a manncrT have. 
The vawdie-houles have paid me tribute, 
There durſt not a whore ſct up, unlefie the have agreed 
With me f1 it, for opening/her ſhop windowes. 
For a croſic-word of a Tapſter, 
I have pearced one barrell aftcranother with my dagger, 
And h.id him by the cares till alt his Beere bath cun aur. 
In Thain<s-tireet a Brewers Cart was itke to have run 
Ovcr me, | made no more adore, but went to the Clerke, 
And cat off the natches of his tales, 
And b:at thein about his head. ( watch 
I and iny company have taken rhe Conſtable from his 
And carri- d about the fields on a coltftaffe. 
T heve broken a Serjeants head with his owne Mace, 
And Þail'd whom I hit with my ſword and buckler. 
All che ten-penny Alehouſes would ſtand every morning 
W ith a quart pot inthejr hand, | 
Saying, 


Wall it pleaſe your W orſhipdrinke ? 

He that badnor done fo, had becne ture to have had his © 
Signepuld downc,& a” buracaway thenext night 
| | . To 
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To conclude, what have [not done ? yet cannot doe this, 
Doubtlefſe he is preſerved by miracle. | 


Here enters Alice and Michael. 
Gree. Hence Wl, here comes miſtris Arden. 
eAlice. Ah gentle Michael,art thou ſurethe'r friends? 
Mic. W hy, 1 ſaw them when they both ſhooke hands, 
VV hen MMosbie bled, he even wept for ſorrow, 
And rail'd on Fraxk/iw, that was cauſe of all. 
No ſooner came the Surgeon in at doores, 
But my M. tooke his puric, and gave him money. 
And to conclude, ſent meto bring you word, 
That AMosbie, Franklin, Bradſhaw, Adam Fowle, 
With divers of his nelg] bors, and his friends, 
YVill come and ſup wir yo. at our houſe this night. 
Alice, Ah gentle Michael, runne thou bache againe, 
And when my husband walkes intothe faire, 
Bid Mozrbie ({teale from him, and come to me.: 
And this night ſhalt thou and S»ſ#» be made ſure. 
Alich. lie goe tell him. 
Alice. Andasthou goelt, tell J9hn Cooke of our gueſts, 
And bid him lay it on, ſpare forno coſt. Exit. Mich. 
Will. Nay,& there be ſuch cheere, wee'll bid our ſelves. 
Miſtris Ardes,D ich Greene, & 1 doe meane to ſup with you, 
A lice. And welcome ſhall you be, ah gentlemen, 
How miſt you of your purpoſe yeſternight ? 
Gree. 'T was long of Shakebag, that unluckie villaine, 
Shak. Thou docit me wrong, [did as much as any. 
#.Þ. Nay, then miſtris Alice, le tell you how it was, 
W hen he ſhould have lockt with bath his hilts, 
He in a braverie floriſht over his head, 
With that comes Frank at him luſbly, 
And hurts the ſlave, with that he flinkes away, ' 
Now his vvay had beene to come hand and tectc, | 
One and ewo round at his coſterd. '' 
He like a foole beares his ſword point halfe a yard out 
Of danger, MUheherefor my life, 


4fthe Devill come,& he have no more ſtrength chep fence, 
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He ſhall never beate me fromthis ward, 
lie itand to it, a buckler ina skilfull hand, 
Is as good as a Caltle. 
Nay, tis better then a Sconce, for I have tride it. 
_ MAoibieperceiving this, beganto faint, 
Wirth that comes Ardes with his arming-ſword, 
And thruſt hin thorow the ſhoulder in a trice. 

Alzce, 1, but I wonder why you both ſtood fhll? 

#1. Faith, I was {o amazed I could not ſtrike. 

Alice. Ah firs, had he yeſtcrnight beene ſlaine, 

For cvcry drop of his deteſted blood, 
I would have cram'din angels inthy fiſts 
And kiſt thee too, and hug'd thee in mince armes. 

Wil. Paticnt your felfe, we cannot helpe it now, 
Greene, and wetwo will dogge him through the Faire, 
And ſtab him in the crowde, and ſtcale aways 

Herre emters Mosbic. 

Alice. It is unpoſſible, but here comes he, 
That will, I hope, invent ſome ſurer meancs. 
Sweet Adorbie hide thy arme, it kills my heart, 

Atosb. I, miſtris Arden, this is your favour. 

Alice. Ah, ſay not fo, for when I ſaw thee hurt. 

I could have tooke the weapon thoulerſt fall, 
And runneat Arden, for I have ſworne, 
That theſe mine eyes offended with his ſight, 
Shall never cloſe till A r7dews be ſhut up. 
This night I roſe, and walkt about the chamber, 
Andtwice, or thrice Ithought to have murdercd him. 
Afdſ. What, in the night? the.. had we be undone. 
Alice. W hy, how long ſhall he live? 

Mob, Faith eMlice, no longer then this night. 
Blacke Will, and Shakebay, will you ewo ? _ 
Performe the complot that Ihave taid. 

Will. I, orclſe thinke me a villaine. 

, Gree, And rather then you ſhall want, 

Ile helpe my ſeclfc. 


AMorb. YouM. Greene, ſhall fingle Franklin forth, 
H 2 


And 
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And hold him with along tale of ſtrange newes : 
That hc may not come hone till ſupper time. 
[le tetch maiter eArdes home, and we like tricnds, 
Wu play a game or twoar tables here, 
Alice. But what of all this? 
How ll he be flaine? | 
CM. Why, Blacks Will, and Shakgbag,lockt within 
The Cuunting-houte, 
Shit ar a certaine watch-word given, ruſh forth. 
W1ll. What thall the watch-word bee 
| Mob. (Now 7 take you) that ſhall bethe word, 
But come not forth before1n any caſe. | 
11. I warrant you, but who ſhall locke me in ? 
Alice. That will 7, thou'le keepe the key thy ſelfe. 
Aloib. Come M. Greene, goe youalong with me. 
See all things readic Alcce, againſt we come. 
eAlice. Take no care for that, fend you him home. 
Exennus Mogsbic and Greene. 
And if heere goe forth againe, blame me, 
Come Black ;Vil, that in my cicsarr faire, 
N. xc unto Hobie doc honor thee, 
Inſtead of faire words and large promiſes, 
My hands ſhall play you golden harmonic, 
How like you this? ſay, will you doe it firs? 
| Mm ya _ bravely roo, ane my device, 
Place Aosbie, being a ttranger,in a claire, 
And let your thus band fit upona ſtoole, 
That I may come behind him nply, 
And with atowcll pull himto the ground, 
Then ſtab him, tili his fleſh be as a | an 
That done,deare him behind rhe Abby, 
Thatthoſc that finde him mardered, may ſuppoſe 
Some ſlave or orther.kild him for his : 
| Alice. A fine device, you ſhall have rwentie poand, 
And when he is dead, you {hall have fortie more. . 
An1leſt you might be ſuſpe&ted ſtaying here, 
Michael ſhall iaddic you two lultie pedings, 


Ride 


of Feverſbam, 


Ride whithcr you will, ro Scozland, oro Wales. + 
I tc. wu ithallnot lack, where ere you es 
#11 Such words wouid make one kill a thoufand men. 
Give we the key, which j$the countzng-houte « 
Alicc. Hee woald I ſay, and (tul encourage you, 
Bu: that / know haw retciute you are. 
Shak. Tulh, you arctoo taint-hearred, we muſt doe it. 
Alice. But Adosbie will be there, whole very tookes, 
W iil adde unwonted courage to my thought, 
And make me the firit ghat Pall adventure on hum. 
will. Tuſh, get you gone, tis we mult doe the deed, 
W hen this dore opens next, looke for his death. 
Alices Ah, would he now were herezthat it might open, 
I ſhall vo more be cloſed in Ararnsarmes, | 
Thar like the ſnakes of blacke 7 i/iphon, 
Sting me with their embracings. Mas bies armes 
Shall compaſle me, and were 1 made a Starre, 
I would have none other Spheres but thoſe. 
There is no NeQar, but in AMogdjes lips, 
Had chaſt D:a»4 kiſt him, ſhe like me 
Would grow love-ſicke, and from her watrie bowre, 
Fling downe Endimuion, and ſnatch him up : = 
Then blame not me, that ſlay a filly man, 
Not haltc fo lovely as Endimyon. 


| Herg enters Michael. {6-3 
Mich. Miſtris, my maiter is comming hard by .' 
Alice, W ho comes with him. 
e Mich. No body but CHerbie. | 
Alice. That's well Iachadl, tetch in the Tables, (dore. 


And when thou ba{t:done;ſtand before the counting-hagſe 


Mich. Why ſo? 


Alice. Blacke Will is lockt within, to doe the deed. 
MH ich, What ſhall hedic tonighe ? 

eAlice. | Michael. 

Mich. Bur thall not Swſ@av know it? 

A lice. Yes, tor ſhe'll be as ſecret as our ſelves, 
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Mich. That's brave, lle goe fetch the Tables, 
e/lice. But Michael, hearke tome a word or two, 
\W I:cn.my husband is come 1n, locke the ſtreet dore ; 
He {}.all be murdered erc the gueſts come in. Exit Michael. 
Here enters Arden, and Mosbic. 
Husband, what meane youto bring Morbie home ? 
Although I wiſht you to be reconciled, 
Twas more for teare of you, then love of him, 
BlaickeWill, and Greeze, are his companions, 
| Andthey are Cutters, and may cut you ſhort, 
/ Therctore Ithought it good to make you friends. 
But wherefore doe youbring him hither now? 
You have given me my ſupper with his _ (gone. 
Afo;b. M. eArden, me thinks your wife would have me 
Ard. No, good M. Aderbie, women will be prattling- 
Alice, bid him welcome, he and I are friends. 
Alice. You may inforce me to it, tf you will. 
Burl had rather die, then to bid him welcome, 
His company hath purchaſt me ill friends, 
And therefore will I ne're frequent it more. 
ſoſ. Oh, how cunningly ſhe can diflemble ! 
Ard. Now he is here, you will not ſerve me ſo. 
Alice. Ipray you be not angrie or diſpleaſed, 
Ile did him welcome, ſeeing you'l have 1t ſo, 
Youare welcome Me. XMorbie, will you fit downe? 
Meſ. 1 know I am welcome to your loving husband, 
But for your ſelfe, you ſpeake not from your heart. 
eMlice. And if 1 doe not, fir, thinkeI have cauſe. 
AMeoſ. Pardon me mifiris eArdes, Ile away. 
Arden. No, good maſter Mozbie. ( hence. 
Alice, We ſhall have gueits cnow, though you goc 
Sfof. 1 pray ,you maſter Ardewlet me goe. 
Ard. I pray thee Mosbie, let her prate her fill. 
eAlree. The doresarc open fir, you may be gone. 
Mef. Nay,that's a lic, for I have lockt the dores. 
Ard. Sirra, fetch me a cup of wine. 
Te make them friends. 
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And gentle miſtris Albee, ſeeing mu are ſo ſtour, 
You ſhall begin, frowne not, lle have it ſo. 
Alice. 1 pray you meddle with that you have to doc- 
Ard. W hy Alice ? how can I doetoo much tor him, 
W hole life I have indangered without cauſe? 
Alice. Tistrue,& ſeeing twas partly through my means, 
T am content to drinke to him forthis once. 
Herc M. Mosbie, and I pray you hence-forth, 
Be as (trange to me, as [ to you, 
Your compthy hath purchaſed me ill friends. 
And I for you, God knowes, have undeſerved 
Beene ill ſpoken of in every place. , 
Therefore hencetorth frequent my houſe no more. 
Mof. Ile tee your husband 1n deſpighrt of you, 
Yet Argdez, I proteitto thee by heaven, 
Thou ne're ſhalt ſee me more, after this night. 
Ile goce to Rome rather then to be forſworne. 
Ard. Tulh, Ile have no ſuch vowes made in my houſe. 
Alice, Yes I pray you husband let him ſweare, | 
And on that condition, pledge me here. | 
Aﬀof. I,as willingly as { meane to It ve, | 
Ard. Come Alice, is our ſupperready yer ? 
Alice. It will by then you have plaida game at Tables. | 
Arden, Come, M. CMHosbie, what ſhall we play for ? 
Alsſ. Three games for a French crowne fir, 
And pleaſe yow 
Ard, Content. 
T hen they play at the T ables, 
Fi. Can henot take him? whata ſpight is that ? 
Alice. Not yet Will,take heede he ſec thee not. 
Wl. [ feare he will ſpic me, as /am comming. 
Mich. Toprevent that, creepe betwixt my legs. 
Aeſ. Onc acc, or elſe [loſe the games 
Ard. Mary fir, there's two for failing. 
Mo. Ah, M. Arden(now Icantakeyou) 
Then Will puls him downe with a Towell. 
Ard. HMobie, Michael, Alice, what will youdoe? : | 
' W:0. | 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden 


_ Will. Nothing but take you up fir, nothingelſe. 
ob. Thcr's tor the Preſling-uon you told me of." 
Shak. And ther's for che ten pound in my fleeve, (pon, 
Alree, W hat, groncſt than? nay then give me the wea- 
Take this for hingring Afo#bies love and mine. 
AMich. O, Miſtris. 
11. Ah, that vitiaine will betray us all. 
AMeotrb. Tulh, trarc him nor, he will befecrets 
Mic. W hy, doet: thou thinke I will berray my ſelte. 
Shak. In Sourhwarkediuwells a bonny nortterne lafle, 
The widdow { hambley, ile to her houſe now, 
And if ſhe will not give me harborough, 
Ile make bootte of the queane, cven to her ſmock. 
1:11. Shift for your ſelves, we rwo will teave you now. 
Alice. Firlt, lay the body in the counting-houlſc. 
Then they lay the body inthe connting houſe. 
11. We bave our gold miſtris ee, adue, 
Aſoibie farewell, and A rchaet farewell toos  Exenm. 
Emer Sian. 
Suſan. Miltris, the gae'ts are art the dores. 
Hearkeny they knocke, whar, ſhall I let them in? 
Alice. Mortegoc thou & beare chem company Exit. MH. 
And Suſan tctch water, and wath awaythis blood, 
Alxe. The blood cleaverh to the ground & wyll nor out, 
Alice, But with my nailecs lle fcrape away the btood, 
The more 7 {trive the more the blood 2ppeares : 
Suſan. W hat's the reaſon miſtris, can you tell F 
Alice. B<cauic / bluſh not at my husbands dcathe - 
Here enters Morbie: 
Aforb. How now , whar's the matrer ? 15 all well ? 
eAlice. I, weil, if Arden were alive againe. 
In vaine we ſtrive, tor herc his blood renaines. 
 Maoib. Why, rew raſhes on it, can younot ? 
This wench doth nothiog fall untothe worke.” 
eAlice. Twas thou tha mad._tt me mmder him. 
Mot . What of that? Tg, 
eAlisc . Nay, nothing CHorbir, ſoit be not — . 
05Fo 


of Fever/bans. 


Hef. Keepe thou it cloſe, and tis n—_— 
Alice, Ah, but /cannor, was he not ſlaine by mc? 
My husbands death torments me at the heart. 
Mof. It ſhall not long torment thee gentle Alzce, 
I am thy husband, thinke no more of hime. 
Here emters Adam Fowle aud Bradſhaw. 
Brad.: How now Mrs. Arde» ? what aile you weepe ? 
Mef. Becauſe her husband is abroade ſo late, 
A couple of Ruifins threatned him yeſternigar, 
And ſhe poore ſoule, is affraid he ſhould be hurt, 
Adam. Iſt nothing clſc ? tuſh, hee'l be here anon, 
= Here emters GCarecne. 
Greene, Now Mrs. Arden, lacke you any gueits? 
Alte, Ah, M. Greene, did you ſee iny busband lately? 


Gree, [ſaw him walking behind the Abby even noiy. 


Here emers Franklin. 

Alice. I,doe notlike this being our ſo late, 
Maſter Franklin, where did youleave my husband? 

Fren. Belecve me { ſaw him not ſince morning, 
Feare you nor, hee'l come anon, meane time 
You may doe well to bid his guelts fir downe. 
Alice. 1, ſothey ſhail, M. Bred/baw (it you there, 
I pray you be content, lc have my will. 
Maſtcr Meorbie, (it you in my husbands ſeate. 

Mich. Suſan, ſhall thou and / wait on them? 
Or and thou ſaiſt the word, let us fit downe toos 

Suſar. Peace, we have other matters now in hand. 


Irfeare me Michael, all will be bewrayed. (the 
Mic. Tuſh,io it be knowne thar 7 ſhall marry thee in 


Morning, 1 care rotthough I be hang'd crenight. 

Bur cs I buy ſome rats-bane. | 
Suſan. Why, Michael, wilt thou poiſon thy ſelfe? 
Mb. No, bur my auttris, for / fcare ſhee'l tell, 
Suſan. Tuſh Michael, fearc not her, ſhe's wiſe enough. 
Mef. Sirra Michael, give'sa cup of beeres 

Miſtcis Arder, her's to your husband. 

Alice. My husband? 
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The Tragedy of MA. Arden 


Fran. W hat ailes you woman to cric ſo ſuddenly? 
Alice. Ahgneighbors, a ſudden qualme came over my 
My husband being forth,torments my minde.. (heart, 
] know ſome thing's amilſe, he is not well. 
Or cl(e 1 ſhould have heard of him ere now. 
Meſ. She will undoe us, through her fooliſhnes. 
Gree. Fcare not, miſtris Arden, he's well enough, 
Alice. Tcll not me, / know he is not well, 
He was not wont for to [tay thus late, 


Good maſter Franklin, goe and ſecke him forth, 


And it you gnde him, (cnd him hometo me, 
And tell him what a tcare he hathput me in. 
Fran, 1 ike not this, / pray God all de well. 
 Exeam Franklin, Mosbic, ard Greene. 
lic ſeeke him out, and finde him if / can. 
Al ce. Michael, hovy thall I doe torid the reſt away ? 
Mich. [cave that to my charge, let me alone, 
Tis very late maſter Bradſhaw, 
And thc are many falſe knaves abroad, 
And you have many lanes to paſlc. 
Brad. Faith fricnd Michael, and thou fſaiſt true, 


_ Therefore / pray thee light's forth, andlend's a Linke. 


Exeunt Bradſhaw, Adam, and Michael. 

Alice, Michael, bring them tothe dores, bur doe not (tay, 
You know / doe nor love to be alone: 
Goc Suſan, and bid thy drother come, oe 
But w hercfore ſhould he come? here's nought but feare. 
Stay Smſan, (tay, and helpe rocounſcll me. 

Suſan. Alas, / counſell? feare frights away my wits: 
T hen they open theceuntin -homſe dore and 
looke wpon Arden. 

Alice. See Suſan, where thy quondam maſterlies, 
Sweet Ardew (mcard inblood and gore. 

Suſan, My brether, you, and I, ſhall rue this deed. 


Alice. Come S»ſax, helpe to lift his body forth, 
and let our ſalt teares be his obſequies. = 


Here 


/ 
\ 
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of Fe verſham. 


Here enters Mosbie and Greene. 
A101b. How now eAlice,whither will you beare him? 
Alice. Sweet Adobe, art thou come ? 
Then weepe that will : 
I have my with, in that I joy thy ſight. 
Gre. Well, it hoves us to be circumſpeRt. (him, 
AMe7b. 1, for Franklinthinkes that we have murdered 
Altse. 1, but he cannot prove tt for his life, 
We'll ſpend this night in dalliance and in ſport. 
Here enters Michacl. 
Alie. O miſtris, the Mator and the watch 
Arc comming towards our houſe with glaves and bills. 
Alice. Make thc dore faſt, let them not come 1n. 
Atosb. Tell me ſweet Alice, how (hall I eſcape ? 
Alrce. Out at the backe-dore, over thepile of wood, 
And for one nightlic at the Flowre-dc-Luce. 
eMoſ. That 1s the next way to betray iy ſelfe. 
Gree. Alas,miſtris Arden,the Watch will take me here, 
And cauſ: ſuſpition, where elſe would be none. 
Alice. W hy, take that way that M. More doth, 
But firſt convey the body to the ficlds. 
Then they beare the body into the fields. 
Afoſ. Ynull to morrow, {weet Alice,now farewell, 
And ſee you confeſſe nothing 1n any caſe. 
Gree. Be rcſ{olute Mrs. Alice, betray us not, 


But cleave to us, as we will ſticke to you. 


Exewnt Mosbic, and Greene. 
Alice. Now let the Iudge and Iuries doe their worſt, 
My houſe is cleare, and now I feare them not. 
Swuſar. As we went, it ſnowed all the way, 
W hich makes me feare,our foot-ſteps will be ſpicd. 
Alice, Peace foole, the ſyow will cover them agaſne. 
Suſan, But it had done, defore we came backe againe, 
Alice. Harke, harke, they knocke, | | 
Goe Michael, let then its 
Here emters the CH 4107 aud the Watch. 
How now, M: Maior, have you brought my hus band home. 
7 - BY 
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The Trazedte of M. Arden 


Aaior. T law him come intro your houſe an hourc agocs 
Alice. You are deceivedl, it was a Loidonr. 
Afar. Mitiris Araen, know y oU NOT one 


Thr 15 called Blacke #47. 


Alice, Iknow none tuch, what meane theſe queſtions? 
A1aior. | have the Councels : arrant to apprehend him 
Alice, lam giadirtisno wollc. 
W hy, malter Mator, thiake youl harbour any ſuch? 
Maior. Weare informed, that here he 1$, 
Aad cherctere pardon us, tor we mult ſearch. 
eAlice 1, (carch,& ſpare younot, thorow every roomey 
WW cre my husband at hoine, you would not offer this. 
9. Flere emers Franklin. 
Maſter Franklin, what ineanc you come ſo ſad ? 
Fran. Ardenihy husband, and my triend is flaines 
Alice. Ah, by whom? M. Franklin, can youteli? 
Fr.1:k. I know not, but behind the Abby, 
Theres he lies murdered 11 moſt pitttous cafe, 
« 1/aior, But M. Franklin, are (ure 'tis he ? 
Fran. Tam too furc, would God I were decerved. 
eAlice. Finde our the murderers,let them be knownee 
Fr.in, I, 1o they thall, come you along with us. 
Alice. Wherefore? 
Fran. Know you this hand-towell, and this knife? 
Suſan. Aly Atichael, through this thy negligence, 
Thou halt betraid and undone us all. 
©1tc. | was fo afraid, I knew not whatl did, 


- thought I had throwne them both intothe well. 


Alice. lt is the Pigs blood we had to ſupper. 

Bur wherefore ſtay you? finde out the murderers. 
CAHaror. I feare me you'l prove one of them your ſelfe. 
Alrce. I one of them, what meine ſuch queſttons ? 
Fran. I feare me he was murdered in this houle, 

An4 carried to the fields, for from that place, 

Backwards and forewards, may you ce, 

The print cf many feet within the fnouw, 

And looke about this chamber where we arc, 


And 


' of Fever/ham, 


And you ſhall finde part of his guilclefſe blood, 
| For 1n his ſlip-thoo did / finde ſome ruſhes, 
W hich argueth he was murdered in this roome. 
e 11 aior. Lookc in the place where he was wont to ſit, 
Sce, ſee, his blood, 1t 1s too manifeſt. | 
Alice. 1c isa cup of wine that Michael hed. 
Mich. Itruly.. | 
Fran. It is his blood, which, ſtrumpet, thou haſt ſhed, 
But if / live, thou and thy complices, 
V hich have conſpired and wrought his death, 
Shall rue 1t. 
Alice. Ah, M. Franklin, God and heaven can tell, 
[loved him more then all the world beſide. 
Burt bring me to hun, let me (ce his body. 
Fran, Bring that villaine and Hosbres lifter too, 
And one of you goe to the Flwore-de-luce. | 
And leeke for Aſorbie, and apprehend him tow. Freant, 
Heye enters Shakebas ſol. 
Sha.The widdow Chambly 1n her husbands daies / ker 
4 And now he's dead, (he 13 growne fo ſtout, 
She will not know herold companions, 
I came thither, thinking to have had 
Harbour as / was went, 
And ſhe was ready to thruſt me our at dores, 
But whether ſhe would or no,7 goe me up, 
And as ſhe followed me 7 ſpur'd her downe the ſtaires, 
And broke her necke, and cut her Tapſters thr6are, 
And now /am going to fling them in the Thames, 
I have the gold, what care / though it be knowne ? 
Tle crofle the water, and take ſanctuary, 
Exis Shakebag. 7 


* 
*- 


Here exters the Maier, Mosbie, Alice, Franklin, 
Michael, and Suſan. 
LE -: Mavor. See miltris eArden, where your husband lies, 
Contfeſle this foule fault, and be penitent. 
Alice, Arden, {weet husband, what ſhall 7 ſay ? 
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The Tragedy of M. Arden. 


The more I ſound his name, the more he bleeds. 


This blood condemnes me, and in _—_ forth, 
Spcakes as it falls, and askes me why 1 didir : 
Forgive me Ardes, | repent me now, 


And would my death fave thine, thou ſhouldſt not die : 


Riſe up tweet Arden, and enjoy thy love. 
And trowne not on me, when we meete in heaven, 


J: heaven Þ[ love thee, though on carth 7 did nor. 


A1.or. Say, Hosbie, what made thee murder him ? 


Fr 4. Studie not for an an(iwer, looke not downe, 


His puiic and girdlefound at thy beds-head, 
W irncfle ſinhciently thou didit the deed, 
J: bootleflc 1s to fweare thou didlt it note 


| Aof. 4 hired Blacke Wll, and Shakebag, 


Ruhns both, 
And they and [have done this murdcrous deede, 
But whcrefore (tay we? 
Cone 2:d beare me hence. 
Fra. Thoic Ruhns (ſhall not eſcape, 
{ wilt to] ondon, and gct the Councels warrand 
To apprehend them. _.. 
Heye' enters \W ll. 
B71. Shakebag I heare hath taken ſanQuary, 
”P + {am1opultucd with hues and ctics, 
þ-or perty robbericsthat { have done, 
{ nar {can come unto no Sanctuary. 
Therefore mult / in ſome Oyſter-boate, 
At lalt, be faine to goc aboord ſome Hoye, 
And foto Fluſhing, there ts no ſtaying here, 
Ac Sittingburg the Watch was like to take me, 
And had nct I with my buckler coverd my head, 
And run full blanke at all adventures, | 


[ am lure { had ne're gone further then that place, 


E xeane. 


For the Conſtable had ewenty warrandsto apprehend me, 


þchdes that, / robbcd him and his man once 
[: Gads-hill, 


arevvcl England, He to Fluſhing novv.  ExitWill. 
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of Fever/bam. © 


Hero emter: the Maior, Mosby, Alice, Michacl, 
Suſan &vd Bradſhavy, 
AMaior, Come make halt and bring avvay the priſoners. 
Brad. Maſter Arden, you are novv going to God, 
And / am by the Lavv condemned to die, 
Abour a Lettcr / —_— from maſter Greeve, 


I pray you miltris Arges {peake the truth, 
Was /evcrprivy to your intent, or no ? 
Alice. W hat ſhould I ſay ? 
You brought me ſuch a Letter : | 
But /dare {vveare thou kneweſt not the contents. 
Leave novv to trouble me vvith vvorldly things, 
And let me meditate upon my Saviour Chritt, 
Whoſe blood muſt ſave me, for the blood / ſhed. 
Moſ. Hovv long ſhall /live in this hell of grietc ? 
Convey me from the preſence of that {irumpet, 
Alice. Ah, bnt for thee I had never beene {trumper, 
W hat can not oathes and proteſtations doe , 
W hen men have opportunity to-woo ? 
I was too young to found thy villanies- 
Butnow I finde it, and repent too late. 
Suſan, Ah, gentle brother, wherefore ſhould I dic? 
I knew not of 1t, till the deed was done. 
of. For thee I mourne more then for my ſelte, 
But let it ſuzhce, I cannot ſave thee now« 
Aich. And it your brother and my miltris 
Had not promiſcd me-youin marriage, _ 
I had never given, conſent to this foule deed. 
Maier. Leave to accule each other now, 
And liſten to the ſentence I ſhall give, 
Beare CMosbieand his ſiſter ta London ſtraight, 
W here they in Sinithfield muſt be executed. 
Beare miltris Arde#unto Canterbury, 
W here her ſenrence is, ſhe muſt be burnt. 
Michael, and Bradſhaw, in Feverſham 
Muſt ſuffer death. 
Ale, Let my death make amends for all my _ . 
| 9h. 


\S 


l The Tragedy of M. Arden. 
Moſ. Fie upon women. this ſball be my ſong, 
But beare me hence, for I have lived tao long.. 

Sufſav, Sceing no hope onearth,in heavens my hopes 
Mich. Faith I care not, ſeeing I die with Suſan. 
Brad. My blood be on his head that gave the ſentence. 
Aſaior. To ſpeedy execution with them all. Exeunr, 

| Here emters Franklin. 

Fras. Thus have you feene the truth of eArdens death, 
As for the Ruthns, Shakebag, and Blacks Wk, 
The one tooke SanRuary, and being ſent for out, 

Was mudred in Southwarke, as he palt 

To Greenewitch, where the Lord ProteRor lay, 
Blacke Will was burnt in Fluſhing on a {tage. 

Greene was hanged at Osbridge in Kent, 

The Painter fied, and how he dyed we knour not. 

But this above the reſt is to be noted, 

eArdenlay murdercd in that plot of ground, 

W hich he by force and violence held from R gde, 

And in the grafle his bodics print was ſecne, 

Two yeecres and more after the deed was done. 
Gentlemen,we hope you'l pardon this naked Tragedic, 
W herein no filed points are foiſted 1n, 
To make 1t gracious tothe care or cyc. 

For fimple truth is gracious enough, 

And needs no other points of glozing Rtuffe. 
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